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Ctoition* 


Rapt,  I  forefee  thy  MALLET's  early  aim 
Shine  in  full  worth,  and  fcoot  at  length  to  fame. 

Imagination!  at  whofe  greaVcommand 

Arife  unnumber'd  images  of  kings, 

Thy  hourly  offspring  ;  thou  whocanft  at  will 

Teople  with  air-born  fhapes  tlie  ilie'it  wood 

And  folitary  vale,  thy  own  domain, 

Where  Contemplation  haunts;  oh  !  come,  invok/d, 

To  waft  me  011  thy  many-tinftur'd  win>^ 

O'er  earth's  extended  fpace thtfxcurfim. 
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LIFE  OF  MALLET. 


OlNCE  the  publication  of  the  life  of  Mallet,  by  Dr.  Johnfoa, 
t^  many  particulars  refpedting  the  early  part  of  it  have  been 
brought  to  light,  by  means  of  information  authenticated  by  his 
e'piftolary  correi'ponderjce  with  one  of  the  profeffors  of  King's 
College,  Aberdeen,  and  inferted  in  the  Edinburgh  Magazin-  j 
i'o  thac  the  Uoclor  appears  to  have  given  no  other  account  than 
fuch  as,  according  to  his  own  words,  ft  is  fupplied  by  the  unau- 
thorifed  loquacity  of  common  fame,  and  a  very  flight  perfonal 
knowledge.'* 

David  Mallet  was  b»rn  about  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  cen 
tury,  but  neither  the  place  of  his  nativity,  nor  the  fituation  of 
his  parents  can  be  precifely  afcertained. 

According  to  Dr.  Johnfon's  account,  he  **  was  through  the 
penury  of  his  parents  compelled  to  be  jam ifsr,  or  porter,  of  the 
High  School  of  Edinburgh  j  a  mean  office,  of  which,"  that 
biographer  fays,  "  he  did  not  afterwards  delight  to  hear."  But 
there  is  not  even  the  flight  ground  of  tradition  to  vouch  for  the 
authenticity  of  this  account  :  on  the  contrary,  it  is  invalidated 
by  cuftom  immemorial,  which  muft  hive  precluded  his  eligi 
bility  to  an  office  always  vefted  in  perfons  of  advanced  years. — 
Befides,  reafon  cannot  admit  of  the  probability  of  our  author, 
then  a  youth  of  very  promifing  genius,  having  accepted  Co  de 
grading  an  office  as  tljat  cf  porter,  to  which  the  moft  menial 
fervices  are  attached. 

He  appears,  from  his  own  words,  to  have  been,  in  his  earlier 
years,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  K'_jr,  at  Aberdeen,  which  he 
thus  gratefully  acknowledges,  in  one  of  his  letters.  "  You 
ire  one,  (he  writes)  to  whom  I  ftand  indebted  for  all  the  ad 
vances  I  mall  make  in  the  world,  as  having  laid  the  foundation 
by  your  inftrucHon,  and  raifed  the  fuperftructure  by  your  love 
and  favour." 

In  procefs  of  time,  he  was  recommended  to  Mr.  Home,  a 
gentleman  of  fortune  near  Edinburgh,  in  whofe  family  he  re- 
fi4ed  in  1720,  as  tutor  to  the  children;  a  fituation  which  af 
forded  him  an  opportunity  of  profecuting  his  ftudies  at  the  Uni- 
veruty  of  that  city.  He  acknowledges  that  Mr.  Home  allowed 
Mm  learning,  clothes,  and  diet,  but  no  fixed  falary  ;  from  which 
it  may  be  inferred,  that  his  parents  were  not  in  aft"  lutnt  circum- 
ftances. 

Mallet  entertained  an  early  regard  for  the  Mufes,  and  gave  his 
opinion  of  poetry  to  Mr.  Ker,  his  friend  and  patron,  in  the  fol 
lowing  terms.  "  I  own  it  is  my  opinion  that  poefy  gives  me  a 
fprightly  turn  of  thinking,  and  ftocksthe  imagination  with  beau 
tiful  images,  that  capacitate  one  for  writing  and  talking  agree. 

ablyj 
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ably  5  yet  I  am  in  too  bad  u  condition  already  to  entail  poverty 
•n  myfelf  by  a  blinded  paltion  tor  rhyme." 

He  purfued  his  ftudies  with  great  adiduity,  and  acquired  io 
competent  a  knowledge  of  the  Latin  language,  as  to  give,  in 
1721,  a  poetical  vcrfion  of  a  Congratulatory  Poem,  written  by 
Mr.  Ker.  He  had  allb  devoted  a  considerable  time  to  the'acqui- 
fition  of  the  Greek  and  French  languages. 
The  following  year  he  attempted  a  poem,  called  "  TheTranf- 
figuration,"  confefledly  written  in  imitation  of  Milton's  ftyle  j 
but  having  been  long  pteferved,  with  other  fnanu'fcrlpt  papers, 
it  did  not  appear  till  many  years  after  his  death,  when  it  was 
printed  from  the  original,  in  the  pofieflion  of  a  much  valued 
friend,  from  whom  the  author  had  received  llgnal  tokens  ot  fa 
vour  and  oil',  cm. 

His  literary  fame  being  how  enhanced,  procured  him  the 
friendship  of  Thompfon,  his  fellow  collegian,  as  well  as  other 
cotemporary  authors ;  fome  of  whom  have  made  very  honoura 
ble  mention  of  him'  in  their  works. 

In  1723  our  author  lurmounted  the  difadvantages  attendant  on 
his  birth  and  fortune  }  being  admitted  through  the  recommen 
dation  of  two  very  refpedtable  friends,  into  the  family  of  th£ 
Dukecf  Montrofe,  as  tutor  to  his  fons ;  and  it  appears,  from  in - 
difputable  teftimony,  that  he  filled  his  office  with  credit  to  him- 
felf,  and  advantage  to  his  pupils,  and  was,  in  confequence, 
treated  with  evtry  token  of  kindncfs  and  regard  by  his  noble 
patron.  His  avocations  in  the  Duke's  family^ did  not  preclude 
Jlirn  from  application  to  his  ftudies,  for  the  further  cultivation 
of  his  mind,  having  abundant  opportunity  of  adverting  to  claflic 
authors,  in  both  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages,  as  well  as  ad 
vancing  his  knowledge  in  mathematics  and  philofophy.  He 
employed  many  of  his  leifure  hours  in  translating  **  Bcf/uefs 
Dijcours  JurlS  Hijlure  \Jwoerfitlt*  for  the  ufe  of  his  pupil,  Lord 
"William  Graham,  and  having,  in  1714,  refumed  his  applica-- 
tion  to  poetry,  which  he  had  relinquished  for  Ibme  time,  he 
laid  down  the  plan  of  his  tragedy  ofEurydice,  which  remained 
unfiniftied  till  1731,  and  wrote  his  charming  little  ballad  of 
William  and  Margaret,  which  was  printed  in  Hill's  '<  Phiu 
Dealer,"  July  the  24th,  of  the  above-mentioned  year. 

In  the  courft  of  the  fame  year  he  produced  a  copy  of  verfes, 
occafioned  by  Dr.  Frazer's  rebuilding  part  of  the  univerfity  of 
Aberdeen.  This  trifle  has  Ibme  point,  and  many  pertinent  al 
luvions,  and  is  I'uppoled  to  have  procured  for  the  author  an  aca 
demical  diftinftion;  as,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  Mi.  Ker,  he 
intimates  that  he  never  afkcd  for  any  honour  from  the  univt  vfity 
of  Edinburgh  ;  but  that  when  that  learned  body  Should  be  pleafed 
to  confer  it  on  him,  he  w;;uld  make  a  public  acknowledgment 
of  it  in  as  addrsfs  !•  the  whole  fockty.  In 
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^  In  1728  he  publifhed  "  The  Excurfion,''  a  fanciful  defcrip* 
tion  of  various  fcenes  of  nature;  fuggefted,  as  is  fuppofed,  by 
"  The  Seafons,"  of  his  friend  Thomfon,  which  were  then  in 
the  zenith  of  their  glory,  and  probably  ftimulated  our  author  to 
emulate  the  fame  of  his  cotemporary  bard. 

His  tragedy  of  Eurydice  appeared  at  the  theatre  of  Drury-Lane 
in  1731.  It  was  favourably  received,  but  its  fuccefs  was  not 
great,  notwithftanding  the  principal  parts  were  admirably  fuf- 
tained  by  Mr.  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Cibter,  who  exerted  thejr  ut- 
moft  abilities  to  advance  the  reputation  and  emolument  o'f  the 
author.  The  prologue  and  epilogue  were  written  by  his  friend 
Aaron  Hill. 

From  the  influence  of  the  noble  family  in  which  he  refided, 
and  the  fame  he  had  acquired  by  his  poetical  talents,  he  was  now* 
admitted  to  aflbciation  with  the  fivft  characters  of  the  age,  whe 
ther  for  dignity  of  rank,  or  eminence  for  ability  ;  amongil 
whom  were  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  Lyttleton,  Cheiterfieldj 
Bolingbroke,  Pope,  Young,  &c. 

His  poem  on  "  Verbal  Criticifm,"  which  was  written  in 
*733>  appears  evidently  defigned  as  a  compliment  to  Pope.— 
The  ridicule  caft  on  the  editors,  collators,  commentators,  and 
critics  of  that  day,  feems  to  have  originated  from  a  fragment 
which  Pope  had  published  in  a  Mifcellany,  long  before  he  en 
grafted  it  [as  Dr.  Johnfon  exprefles  it]  into  a  regular  poem.  That 
rigid  critic  pronounces  the  verification  to  be  tolerable  ;  adding, 
'<  that  it  is  a  composition  of  more  pertnefs  than  wit,  and  that  it 
evinces  more  confidence  than  knowledge." 

When  the  Prince  of  Wales,  in  confequence  of  a  difference 
between  him  and  his  Royal  Father,  was  forbidden  the  palace, 
and  kept  a  feparate  court,  he  had  recourfe  to  a  maxim  ufually 
followed  upon  fimilar  occasions,  which  was  to  place  himfelf  at 
the  head  of  the  oppofition,  and  acquire  popularity  by  affording 
patronage  to  men  eminent  for  their  literary  abilities.  Amongft 
thefe  was  our  author,  who  was  appointed  under  fecretary  to  his 
Royal  Highnefs,  with  a  falary  of  two  hundred  pounds  per  an 
num.  Soon  after,  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Mafter  of 
Arts,  at  St.  Mary  Hall,  Oxford,  for  having  written  fome  con 
gratulatory  verfes,  presented  to  the  Prince  of  Orange  by  the 
Univedity  of  that  city.  It  is  generally  admitted  that  this  pro 
duction  is  fraught  with  the  genuine  fpirit  of  liberty. 

In  1739  his  tragedy  of  Muftapha  was  produced  at  Drury-Lane 
theatre,  under  the  patronage  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  ;  but  our 
author  does  not  appear  to  have  been  fucceisful  in  his  dramatic 
attempts  5  for  this  piece,  though  performed  with  applaufe  dur 
ing  the  run,  was  never  revived.  It  was  dedicated  to  his  Royal 
Patron.  The  prologue  was  written  by  his  friend  Thomfon. 

In  1740  Mallet  was  employed  to  write  a  life  of  Bacon,  to  be 
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prefixed  to  &  new  edition  of  the  works  of  that  great  philofopher. 
The  general  opinion  is,  that  it  is  written  with  elegance  and  judg- 
ftient,  though  the  author  indicates  more'knowledge  of  hiftory  than 
of  fcience.  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  that  when  Mallet  afterwards  under 
took  the  life  of  Marlborough,  Warburton,  [a  critic  equally  rigid 
with  himfelf]  remarked  "that  he  might  perhapsforget  that  Marl- 
borough  was  a  general,  as  he  had  forgot  that  Bacon  was  a  phi 
lofopher." 

The  fame  year,  Mallet,  in  conjunction  with  Thomfon,  com- 
pofed  the  "  Mafque  or"  Alfred,"  which  was  performed  in  the 
Prince's  gardens,  at  Cliefden,  in  commemoration  of  the  accef- 
fion  of  his  royal  grandfather,  George  I.  It  afterwards  under 
went  an  almoft  total  change,  by  Mallet,  both  in  language  and 
incident,  and  was  brought  on  Lrury-Lane  ftage,  and  performed 
with  very  little  fuccefs  ;  a  fate,  as  before  obfcrved,  too  gene 
rally  attendant  on  our  author's  dramatic  productions. 

related 
our 
the 

renowned  Rofcius  of  the  £ngliih  ftage.  "  Mallet,"  fays  the 
Doctor,  **  in  a  familiar  converfation  with  Garrick,  ditcourfing 
of  the  diligence  which  he  was  then  exerting  upon  the  life  of 
Marlborough,  let  him  know,  that,  iH  the  feries  of  great  men 
quickly  to  be  exhibited,  he  {houUfrfdatide  for  the  hero  of  the 
theatre.  Garrick  profelTed  to  wonder  by  what  artifice  be  could 
be  introduced  ;  but  Mallet  let  him  know,  that,  by  a  dexterous 
anticipation,  he  {hould  fix  him  in  a  conspicuous  place.  <  Mi\ 
Mallet,'  fays  Gajrick,  in  his  gratitude  of  exultation,  <  have  you 
left  off  to  write  for  the  ftage  ?'  Mallet  then  comefled  that  he 
had  a  little  drama  in  his  hands  j  Garrick  promifed  to  act  it  j  and 
Alfred  was  produced." 


After  a  confrderable  repofe  from  the  labours  of  the  pen,  our 
ithor  produced  his  "  Amyntor  and  Theodora,"  addreiTed  to 
the  Earl  of  Chefterfield.     Johnfon  abal.es  much  of  his  ufual  af- 


perity  in  his  account  of  this  production.  He  calls  it  "  a  long 
ftory  in  blank  verfe,  in  which,"  he  fays,  "  it  cannot  be  denied 
but  there  is  a  copioufnefs  and  elegance  of  language,  vigour  of 
fentiment,  and  imagery  well  adapted  to  take  pol'ellion  of  the 
fancy  ;"  but  concludes  with  obferving  that  "  it  is  blank  verfe.'* 
Mallet  fold  his  poem  toVaillant,  an  eminent  bookfeller  of  that 
day,  for  one  hundred  and  twenty  pounds. 

In  1745  his  mafque  of  Britannia  appeared  at  Drury-Lane  the 
atre,  and  was  received  with  univerfal  applaufe.  The  prologue^ 
a  very  whimfrcal,  character! ft ic,  and  well  timed  production, 
was  written  by  Mallet  and  Garrick,  in  conjunction,  and  fpoken 
with  fuch  infinite  humour  by  the  latter,  fwhofe  comic  as  well 
as  tragic  abilities  exceeded  all  comprehenhonj  as  kept  the  houfe 
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in  one  universal  roar  ;  and  fuch  was  the  avidity  of  the  town  for 
thisfingular  difplay  of  comic  genius,  that  the  prologue  was  called 
for  fnany  nights  during  the  feafon,  when  the  mafque  hfclr  was 
not  performed. 

In  1750,  he  publifhed  a  collection  of  his  works,  in  profa  and 
verfe,  inscribed  to  Lord  Mansfield,  in  the  ufual  ftyle  of  Dedi 
cations.  The  fame  year  he  produced  a  poem  called  "  Tyburn," 
a  piece  of  great  ingenuity,  including  a  i'uppoied  remonftrance  of 
the  gallows  at  Tyburn,  to  that  truly  patriotic  inftitution  ll  the 
Marine  Society,"  on  account  of  the  great  benefits  accruing 
from  it  to  the  nation,  fince  the  commencement  of  the  French 
war,  and  the  numbers  it  had  prevented  from  falling  victims  to 
juftice,  at  the  fatal  tree. 

In  1760  appeared  his  pleafmg little  ballad  of  Edwinand  Emma, 
the  profits  of  which,  it  is  faid,  were  intended  to  be  applied  to 
a  charitable  ufc. 

In  1762  he  publifhed  a  fmall  collection  of  Poems,  infcribed 
to  the  Duke  of  Marl  borough,  and  in  the  dedication  intimates  his 
"  hopes  foon  to  preferithis  Grace  with  fomething  more  folid, 
more  deferving  his  attention,  in  the  Life  of  the  firft  Duke  of 
Marlborough  :"  but  that  life  never  appeared. 

In  the  violent  party  difputes  which  prevailed  at  the  com 
mencement  of  the  prcfent  reign,  he  efpoufed  the  cmfe  of  Lord 
Bate  ;  to  ferve  which,  he  publifhed  his  poem  called  "  Truth 
in  Rhyme,"  and  in  1763  brought  out  his  tragedy  of  Elvira,  but 
it  met  with  very  little  fuccefs,  being  evidently  defign.ed  to  fub- 
ierve  the  purpofes  of  the  minifterial  party,  by  whom  however 
the  author  was  rewarded  with  the  office  of  Keeper  of  the  Book 
of  Entries  for  Ships  in  the  Port  of  London,  which  he  retained  t® 
his  death.  Towards  the  clofe  of  lire  he  went  to  France,  whence* 
after  a  fhort  ftay,  finding  his  health  decline,  he  returned  to  En 
gland,  and  died  in  April  1765. 

The  character  of  Mallet,  like  that  of  many  other  men,  may 
be  reprefented  in  different  lights.  His  predominant  foible  was 
vanity,  to  which  a  degree  of  pride  is  always  attached  j  as  an  in- 
ftance  of  which,  we  introduce  an  anecdote  from  Johnfon.  That 
writer  farcaftically  obferves,  that  our  author  "  having  cleared 
his  tongue  from  his  native  pronunciation,  fo  as  to  be  no  longer 
diftlnguifhed  as  a  Scot,  'he  feerried  inclined  to  difencumbet" 
himfelf  from  a}l  adherences  to  his  original,  and  took  upon  him 
to  change  his  name  from  Scotch  Mallocb  to  Englifh  Mallet, 
without  any  imaginable  reafon  of  preference  which  the  age  Of 
ear  can  difcover.  What  other  proofs  of  difrefpedt  he  gave  to 
his  native  country,"  fays  Johnfon,  "  I  know  not,  but  it  was 
remarked  of  him,  that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmen 
not  commend." 

Self-conceit  was  alfo  a  component  part  of  the  character  of 

Mallei, 
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Mallet,  if  the  authenticity  of  the  following  anecdote  from  John- 
fon  may  be  relied  on.  "  About  the  year  1733,  Pope,  whom 
he  vifited  familiarly,  published  his  Eflayon  Man,  but  concealed 
the  author  ;  and  when  Mallet  entered  one  day,  Pope  afked  him 
flightly  what  there  was  new  :  Mallet  told  him  the  newcft  piece 
was  fomething  called  an  Elfay  on  Man,  which  he  hud  inlpe£led 
idly,  and,  feeing  the  utter  inability  of  the  author,  who  had  nei 
ther/kill  in  writing,  nor  knowledge  of  his  fubleft,  hetoflcd  it 
away.  Pope,  to  punim  his  felf-conceit,  told  him  the  fecret." 

Mallet  had  fo  confirmed  an  opinion  of  his  own  excellence  in 
whit  is  called  the  pathetic,  that  he  once  quarrelled  with  Jones, 
author  of  the  Earl  of  EfTex,  who  was  patronized  by  Lord  Chef- 
terfidd,  becaule  he  had  the  prefumption  to  lay  claim  to  the 
p  ithetic  in  his  tragedy.  The  difpute  between  the  two  bards  ran 
high,  and  ended  with  Mallet's  turning  the  poor  bricklayer  out 
«-<f  the  room  where  they  were  (pending  the  evening  together. — 
But  thefe  are  but  foibles,  and  tend  to  excite  mirth,  rather  than 
provoke  ipleen  and  ijl  humour. 

ft  is  remarked,  and  with  great  propriety,  by  a  judicious 
though  candid  critic,  that  Johnfon  has  done  much  injuftice  to 
Mallet  in  the  following  account  of  his  literary  character.  «'  As 
a  writer,  he  cannot  be  placed  in  any  high  clafs.  There  is  no 
fpecies  of  composition  in  which  he  was  eminent.  His  dram  ;> 
had  their  day,  a  fliort  day,  and  arc  forgotten.  His  bl^nk  verfe 
feems,  to  my  ear,  the  echo  of  Thomfon.  His  life  of  Bacon  is 
known  as  it  is  appended  to  Bacon's  volumes,  but  it  is  no  longer 
mentioned.  His  works  are  fuch  as  a  writer,  buttling  in  the 
world,  fhcwing  himfelf  in  public,  and  emerging  occalionally 
from  time  to  time  into  notice,  might  keep  alive  by  his  perlb. 
nal  influence,  but  which,  conveying  little  information,  and 
giving  no  pleafure,  muft  foon  give  way,  as  the  fucceifion  of 
things  produces  new  topics  of  converfation  and  other  modes  of 
amu  lenient." 

It  appears,  from  the  remarks  of  this  rigid  critic,  that  he  {lands 
juftly  charged  with  inconfiftency,  as  well  as  illiberalitv  j  for, 
in  his  comment  on  the  Poem  of  the  "  ixcurfion,"  he  not  only 
admits  that  it  Is  not  devoid  or  poetical  fpir it,  but  that  many  of  the 
images  are  (Hiking,  and  many  of  the  paragraphs  elegant.  That 
the  reader  may  form  his  own  judgment  of  the  poetical  merit  of 
our  author,  we  (hall  cite  fame  rewpaflagw  which  it  is  prefumed 
willjuftify  his  claim  to  a  very  refpe&uble  rank  in  the  chfs  or 
poets. 

In  his  poem  of  the  Excurfion,  he  gives  a  very  plftur 
difplay  otthe  tremendous  effects  of  an  earthquake. 

The  lab'ring  mount 
Is  torn  with  agonising  throe5— at  once, 
Forth  from  its  fide  difparted,  hlaiing  pours 
A  mighty  river,  burni-ie  in  prone  waves, 
Th-u  glimmer  uuu1  tu«  night  to  yonder  plain : 
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Pividert  there,  a  hundred  torrents  ftream. 
Each  ploughing  up  its  bed,  roll  dreadful  on. 
RefitHefs;  villages,  and  woods,  and  rocks, 
Fall  flat  before  their  fweep.    The  region  round, 
Where  myrtle-walks  and  groves  of  golden  fruit 
Rofe  fair,  where  hirveft  wav'd  in  all  its  pride, 
And  where  the  vineyard  fpread  her  purple  ftore, 
Maturing  into  neitar,  now  defpoiled 
Of  hern,  leal",  fruit,  and  flow'r  from  end  to  end 
Lies  bury'd  under  fire,  a  glowing  fea  i 

In  Mallet's  Verbal  Criticifm  the  poetic  character  of  Shakef-, 
pear  and  Horace  are  forcibly  pourtrayed.  The  Englifh  poet  he 
thus  defcribes. 

Pride  of  his  own,  atut,  wonder  of  this  age, 
Who  firft  created  and  y^t  rules  the  ftage, 
Bold  to  defign,  aU-pow'rV'il  to  exprefs, 
Shakelpeare  each  paffion  drew  in  ev'ry  drefs  : 
Great  above  rule,  and  irtiitating  none, 
Rich  without  borrowing,  Nature  was  his  own; 
Yet  is  his  fenfe  debas'd  by  grofs  allay, 
As  gold  in  mines  lies  mix  d  with  dirt  and  clay. 
Now,  eag'.e-wing'd,  his  heav'n-'ward  flight  he  takes. 
The  big  ftage  thunders,  and  the  foul  awakes  j 
Now,  low  on  earth  a  kindred  reptile  creeps, 
Sad  Hamlet  quibbles,  and  the  hearer  deeps. 

Of  the  Roman  bard  he  writes  in  language  no  lefs  defer  iptive* 

Horace,  whom  all  the  Graces  taught  to  pleafe, 
Mix'd  rnirth  with  morals,  eloquence  with  eafej 
His  genius  Ibcial  as  his  judgment  clear, 
When  frolic  prudent,  fmiling  when  levtre; 
Secure  each  temper  and  each  tafte  to  hit, 
His. was  the  curious  happinefs  of  wit: 
Skill'd  in  that  noble<>  fcience  how  to  live, 
Which  learning  may  direct,  but  Heav'u  muft  give  } 
Grave  with  Ayrippa,  with  Mecasnas  gay, 
Among  thu  fair  but  juft  as  wife  as  they; 
Firft  in  the  friendflupot'the  great  enrolled, 
The  St.  Johns,  Boyles,  and  Lyttletons,  of  old. 

Mallet's  flight  pieces  in  general  are  written  with  eafe  and  plea-* 
fantry,  and  may  be  read  with  pi  eafure.— His  ballads  are  excellent, 
particularly  thofe  of  William  and  Margaret,  Edwin  and  Emma, 
and  the  Birks  of  Invermay.  The  former  bears  away  the  palm, 
being  the  moft  ple.ifing  of  all  the  author's  poetical  compofitions. 
The  fentiment  and  expreflion  are  equally  charming  j  and,  to  be 
convinced  of  the  illiberally  of  Johnfon,  in  faying  that  it  con 
tains  nothing  .very  ftriking,  it  will  be  fufficient  only  to  read  this 
charming  little  ballad. 

Upon  thewhole,  if  our  author  cannot  be  admitted  as  a  firft  rate 
poet,  he  was  certainly  an  elegant  and  pleafing  writer  ;  and  if  his 
works  are  perufed  with  candour,  they  will  be  found  entitled  tp 
4nuch  approbation. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HON. 

WILLIAM  LORD  MANSFIELD, 

LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  OF  ENGLAND. 

January  I,   1759. 

JN  O  man  in  ancient  Rome,  my  Lord,  would  have  been 
furprifed,  I  believe,  to  lee  a  poet  infcribe  his  works 
•  either  to  Cicero  or  the  younger  Pliny,  not  to  mention 
.•any  more  among  her  moft  celebrated  names.  They 
were  both,  it  is  true,  public  magirtrates  of  the  firil 
diftinftion,  and  had  applied  themielves  feverely  to  the 
ftudy  of  the  laws,  in  which  both  eminently  excelled  : 
they  were,  at  the  lame  time,  illuftrious  orators,  an  I 
•employed  their  eloquence  in  the  fervice  of  their  clients 
and  their  country ;  but  as  they  had  both  embellifhed 
their  other  talents  by  early  cultivating  the  finer  arts, 
and  which  lias  fpread,  we  fee,  a  peculiar  light  and  grace 
over  all  their  productions,  no  fpecies  of  polite  literature 
could  be  foreign  to  their  tafte  or  patronage  j  and,  in 
t'ffeft,  we  find  they  were  the  friends  and  prote&ors  cf 
the  beft  poets  their  refpeclive  ages  produced. 

It  is  from  a  parity  of  character,  my  Lord,  and  which 
will  occur  obvioufly  to  every  eye,  that  I  am  induced  to 
place  your  name  at  the  head  of  this  Collection,  fuch  as 
it  is,  of  the  different  things  I  have  written. 

Nee  Phtrbo  gratior  ulla 
Quam  fibi  qua;  Vari  prrfcripfit  pagina  nomen. 

And  were  I  as  fure,  my  Lord,  that  it  is  deferring  of 
your  regard,  as  I  am  that  thefe  verfes  were  not  applied 
with  more  propriety  at  firil  than  they  are  now,  the  pub 
lic  would  univerfally  juftify  my  ambition  in  prefenting 
it  to  you ;  but  of  that  the  public  only  muft  and  will 
B  judge, 
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judge >  in  the  laft  appeal.  There  is  but  one  th'ng  to 
belpeak  their  favour  and  your  friendmip,  that  I  dare  be 
pofitive  in,  without  which  you  are  the  laft  perfon  in 
Britain  to  whom  I  fhould  have  thought  of  acldrefling  itj 
and  this  any  man  may  affirm  of  himfeif  without  vanity, 
becaule  it  is  equally  in  every  man's  power  :-—  Of  all  that 
I  have  written  on  anyoccafion,  there  is  not  a  line  which 
I  am  afraid  to  own,  either  as  an  honeft  man,  a  good 
fubjeft,  or  a  true  lover  of  my  country. 

I  have  thus,  my  Lord,  dedicated  fome  few  moments, 
the  firft  day  of  this  new  year,  to  lend  you,  according 
to  good  old'  cuftom,  a  prefent  ;  an  humble  one  I  con-, 
fefs  it  is,  and  that  can  have  little  other  value  but  what 
arifes  from  the  difpofition  of  the  fender.  On  that  ac 
count,  perhaps,  it  may  not  be  altogether  unacceptable^ 
for  it  is  indeed  an  offering  rather  of  the  heart  than  the 
head ;  an  effufion  of  thole  fentiments  which  great  me^ 
rit,  employed  in  the  beft  purpofes,  naturally  creates. 

May  you  enjoy,  my  Lord,  through  the  whole  courfe 
of  this  and  many  more  years,  that  found  health  of  mind 
and  body  which  your  important  labours  for  the  public 
ib  much  want,  and  fo  juftly  merit ;  and  may  you  foon 
have  the  fatisfaclion  to  fee,  what  I  know  you  fo  ar 
dently  wifh,  this  deflructive  war,  however  necelfary  on 
our  part,  concluded  by  a  fafe  and  lafting  peace.  Then, 
and  not  till  then,  all  the  noble  arts,  no  lefs  uieful  than 
ornamental  to  human  life,  and  that  now  languifh,  may 
again  flourilh  under  the  eye  and  encouragement  of  thole 
few  who  think  and  feel,  as  you  do,  for  the  advantage 
and  honour  of  Great  Britain. 

I  am,  with  the  lincereil  attachment, 

My  Lord, 
Your  moft  faithful  humble  fervant. 


TO  THE 

DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH*. 

I  OUR  Grace  has  given  leave  that  thefe  few  poems 
fhould  appear  in  the  world  under  the  patronage  of  your 
name ;  but  this  leave  would  have  been  refilled,  I  know, 
had  you  expected  to  find  your  own  praifes,  however 
juft,  in  any  part  of  the  prefent  addrefs.  I  do  not  fay  it, 
my  Lord,  in  the  ftyle  of  compliment :  genuine  modefty, 
the  companion  and  the  grace  of  true  merit,  may  be  furely 
diftinguifticd  from  the  affectation  of  it ;  as  furely  as  the 
native  glowing  of  a  fine  complexion  from  that  artificial 
colouring  which  is  ufed,  in  vain,  to  fupply  what  Nature 
had  denied,  or  lias  relumed. 

Yet  pennit  me  juft  to  hint,  my  Lord,  while  I  reftrain 
my  pen  from  all  enlargement,  that  if  the  faireft  public 
character  nriSfc  be  railed  upon  private  virtue,  as  iiirely 
it  muft,  your  Grace  has  already  laid  the  lecureft  founda 
tion  of  the  former  in  the  latter  :  the  eyes  of  mankind 
are  therefore  turned  upon  you,  and  from  what  you  are 
known  to  have  done  in  one  way,  they  reasonably  look 
for  whatever  can  be  expected  from  a  great  and  good  man 
in  the  other. 

The  Author  of  thefe  lighter  amu Cements  hopes  foon 
to  prefent  your  Grace  with  fomething  more  iblid,  more 
deferring  your  attention  in  the  life  of  the  firft  Duke  of 
Maiiboroughf . 

You  will  then  fee  that  fuperior  talents  for  war  have 
been,  though  they  rarely  are,  accompanied  with  equal 
abilities  for  negotiation,  and  that  the  lame  extenfive  ca- 

«  This  dedication  was  prefixed  by  the  Author  to  a  fmall  colleftion  of  his 
poems  publifhed  in  17^2. 

f  VV  wori  which  his  net  yet  appeared. 

B  i  pacity 
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pacify  which  could  guide  all  the  tumultuous  fcenes  of 
the  camp,  knew  how  to  direct,  with  equal  (kill,  the 
calmer  but  more  perplexing  operations  of  the  cabinet. 

In  the  mean  while,  that  you  may  live  to  adorn  the 
celebrated  and  difficult  title  you  wear;  that  you  may 
"be,  like  him,  the  defender  of  your  country  in  days  of 
public  danger  ;  and  in  times  of  peace,  what  is  perhaps, 
lei's  frequently  found,  the  friend  and  patron  of  thofe 
ufeful  and  ornamental  aits  by  which  human  nature  is 
exalted,  and  human  fociety  rendered  more  happy  ;  this, 
my  Lord,  is  re(pe6lfully  the  wifh  of, 
Your  Grace's 

Mofl  obedient  humble  fervant. 


MISCELLANIES. 

OF   VERBAL   CRITICISM. 

TO    MR.    POPE. 

anbertifiement 

ft  tbefirji  andficond  editions. 

As  the  defign  of  the  following  Poem  is  to  rally  the  abufe  of  Verbal  Critt- 
f  ifm,  the  Author  could  not,  without  manifeft  partiality,  overlook  the  Edi 
tor  of  Milton,  and  the1  Reftorer  of  Shakefpeare.  With  regard  to  the  latter, 
he  has  read  over  the  many  and  ample  fpecimens  with  which  that  Scholiaft 
fcas  already  obliged  the  public,  and  of  thefe,  and  thefe  only,  he  pretends  to 
give  his  opinion.  But  whatever  he  may  think  of  the  critic,  not  bearing  the 
leaft  ill-will  to  the  man,  he  deferred  printing  thefe  verfes,  though  written 
feveral  months  ago,  till  he  heard  that  the  fubfcription  for  a  new  edition  of 
Shakefpeare  was  clofed. 

He  begs  leave  to  add  likewife,  that  this  Poem  was  undertaken  and  written 
entirely  without  the  knowledge  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  is  addreiled.. 
Only  as  it  is  a  public  teftimony  of  his  inviolable  efteem  for  Mr.  Pope,  on 
that  account,  particularly,  he  wifhes  it  may  not  be  judged  to  increafe  the 
number  of  mean  performances  with  which  the  Town  is  almoft  daily  peftered1. 

AMONG  the  num'rous  fools,  by  fate  defign'd 
Oft'  to  difturb,  and  oft'  divert,  mankind, 
The  Reading  Coxcomb  is  of  fpecial  note, 
By  rule  a  poet,  and  a  judge  by  rote  ; 
Grave  fon  of  idle  Induftry  and  Pride,  5 

Whom  learning  but  perverts,  and  books  mifguide. 

O  fam'd  for  judging  as  for  writing  well,  • 
That  rareft  fcience,  where  ib  few  excel ! 
Whole  life,  leverely  fcann'd,  tranfcends  thy  lays, 
For  wit  fupreme  is  but  thy  fecond  praife  :  10 

'Tis  thine,  O  POTJC  !  who  chufe  the  better  part, 
To  tell  how  falle,Iiow  vain,  the  Scholiaft's  art, 
Which  nor  to  tafte  nor  genius  has  pretence, 
And  if  'tis  learning,  is  not  common  ienfe. 

In  error  obftinate,  in  wrangling  loud,  1 5 

For  trifles  eager,  pofitive,  and  proud  j 
Deep  in  the  darknefs  of  dull  authors  bred, 
With  all  their  refufe  lumber'd  in  his  head,  • 
What  ev'ry  dunce  from  ev'ry  dunghill  drew 
Of  literary  offals,  old  or  new,  20 

Forth  fteps  at  laft  the  (elf-applauding  wight, 
Of  points  and  letters,  chaff  and  ftraws,  to  write  ; 
Sagely  refolv'd  to  fwell  each  bulky  piece 
Witfj  venerable  toys  from  Rome  and  Greece  j 
How  ^ft',  in  Homer,  Paris  curl'd  his  hair  j  25 

If  Ariftotle's  cap  were  round  or  fquare  j 
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If  in  the  cave  where  Dido  firft  was  fped 

To  Tyre  fhe  turn' d  her  heels,  to  Troy  her  head. 

Such  the  choice  anecdotes,  profound  and  vain, 
That  ftore  a  Bentley's  and  a  Burman's  brain  :  30 

Hence  Plato  quoted,  or  the  Stagyrite, 
To  prove  that  flame  attends,  and  fhow  is  white  } 
Hence  much  hard  ftudy  without  ienfe  or  breeding, 
And  all  the  grave  impertinence  of  reading. 
If  Shakefpeare  fays  the  noon-day  lun  is  bright,  35 

His  Scholiaft  will  remark  it  then  was  light  j 
Turn  Caxton,  Winkin,  eace  old  Goth  and  Hun, 
To  reftify  the  reading  of  a  pun. 
Thus  nicely  trifling,  accurately  dull, 
How  one  may  toil,  and  toil — to  be  a  fool !  40 

But  is  there  then  no  honour  due  to  age  ? 
No  rev'rence  to  great  Shakeipeare''S  noble  page  ? 
And  he  who  half  a  life  has  read  him  o'er, 
His  mangled  points  and  commas  to  reftore, 
Meets  he  fuch  flight  regard  in  namelefs  lays,  45 

Whom  Bufo  treats,  and  Lady  Woodbe  pays  ? 

Pride  of  his  own,  and  wonder  of  this  age, 
Who  firft  created  and  yet  rules  the  ftage, 
Bold  to  defign,  all-pow'rful  to  expreis, 
Shakefpeare  each  paflion  drew  in  ev'ry  drefs  :  50 

Great  above  rule,  and  imitating  none, 
Rich  without  borrowing,  Nature  was  his  own  ; 
Yet  is  his  ienfe  debas'd  by  grofs  allay, 
As  gold  in  mines  lies  mix'd  with  dirt  and  clay. 
Now,  eagle -wing'd,  his  heav'n-ward  flight  he  takes,  55 
The  big  ftage  thunders,  and  the  foul  awakes  j 
Now,  low  on  earth,  a  kindred  reptile  creeps, 
Sad  Hamlet  quibbles,  and  the  hearer  fleeps. 

Such  was  the  poet ;  next  the  Scholiaft  view  ; 
Faint  tho'  the  colouring,  yet  the  features  true.  60 

Condemned  to  dig  and  dung  a  barren  foil, 
Where  hardly  tares  will  grow  with  care  and  toil, 
He  with  low  induftry  goes  gleaning  on 
From  good,  from  bad,  from  mean,  neglecting  none  j 
His  brother  book-worm,  fo,  in  fhelf  or  ftall,  6  5 

Will  feed  alike  on  Wool'fton  and  6n  Paul. 
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By  living  clients  hopt-lels  now  of  bread, 
He  pettyfogs  a  f  crap  from  authors  dead  : 
See  him  on  Shakefpeare  pore,  intent  to  fteal 
Poor  farce,  by  fragments,  for  a  third-day  meal.          70 
Such  that  grave  bird  in  northern  feas  is  found 
Whole  name  a  Dutchman  only  knows  to  ibund. 
Where'er  the  king  of  fjfh  moves  on  before, 
This  humble  friend  attends  from  fliore  to  more  : 
With  eye  ftill  earned,  and  with  bill  inclined,  75 

He  picks  up  what  his  patron  drops  behind, 
With  thole  choice  cates  his  palate  to  regale, 
And  is  the  careful  Tibbald  of  a  whale.* 

Blefs'd  Genius  !  who  beftovvs  his  toil  and  pains 
On  each  dull  pafTageeach  dull  book  contains  j  80 

The  toil  more  grateful  as  the  tafk  more  low  : 
So  carrion  is  the  quarry  of  a  crow. 
Where  his  fam'd  authors  page  is  flat  and  poor, 
There  mod  exacl  the  reading  to  reilore  j 
By  dint  of  plodding  and  by  iweat  of  face  8  5 

A  bull  to  change,  a  blunder  to  replace  ; 
Whatever  is  refufe  critically  gleaning, 
And  mending  nonlenle  into  doubtful  meaning. 
For  this  dread  Dennis  (and  who  can  forbear, 
Dunce  or  not  dunce,  relating  it,  to  ftare  ?f )  90 

His  head  tho'  jealous,  and  his  years  fourlcore, 
Ev'n  Dennis  prailes,  who  ne'er  prais'd  before  !  J 
For  this  the  Scholiaft  claims  his  fhare  of  fame, 
And,  modeft,  prints  his  own  with  Shakefpeare 's  name  : 
How  jultly,  Pope  !  in  this  fhort.  Itory  view,  95 

Which  may  be  dull,  and  therefore  mould  be  true. 

A  Prelate,  fam'd  for  clearing  each  dark  text, 
Whole  ienle  with  found  and  truth  with  rhetoric  mixt, 
Once,  as  his  moving  theme  to  rapture  warm'd, 
Infpir'd  himielf,  his  happy  hearers  charm'd.  100 

•»  This  remarkable  Jiird  is  called  the  Strundt-Jager.  Here  you  fee  how 
he  purchases  his  food  ;  and  the  fame  author,  from  whom  this  account  is 
taken,  tells  us  farther  how  he  comes  by  his  drink.  "  You  may  fee  him," 
adds  the  Dutchman,  "  frequently  purfuing  a  fort  of  feamew,  called  Kulge- 
Gehef,  whom  he  torments  inte,Tantly  to  make  him  void  an  excrement, 
which,  being  liquid,  ferves  him,  I  imagine,  for  drink."  See  d  O lle'lkn  r.f 
Myagfi  ta  the  North, 
•f  qiii:.  talia  fando 

Myrniiaonum,  Dolopumvt,  fife.  Vtrf, 

t  See  Uie  Dedication  of  h.s  Remarks  onthcDunciad  to  Mr.  Lewis  Theobald. 
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The  fermon  o'er,  the  crowd  remain'd  behind, 

And  freely  man  or  woman  ipoke  their  mind  : 

All  laid  they  iik'd  the  leclure  from  their  foul, 

And  each,  rememb'ring  Ibmething,  prais'd  the  whole. 

At  laft  an  honeft  fexton  join'd  the  throng,  105 

(For  as  the  theme  was  large  their  talk  was  long) 

"  Neighbours,"  he  cry'd,  "  my  confcience  bids  me  tell, 

"  Tho'  it  was  the  Doclor  preach'd— I  toll'd  the  bell." 

In  this  the  critic's  folly  moft  is  fliown  : 
Is  there  a  genius  all  unlike  his  own,  no 

With  learning  elegant,  with  wit  well-bred, 
And,  as  in  books,  in  men  and  manners  read  ? 
Himfelf,  with  poring  erudition  blind, 
Unknowing,  as  unknown,  of  human-kind, 
That  writer  he  felefts,  with  awkward  aim,  115 

His  ienfe  at  once  to  mimic  and  to  maim. 
So  Florio  is  a  fop  with  half  a  nole  j 
So  fat  Weft-Indian  planters  drefs  as  beaux  ; 
Thus  gay  Petronius  was  a  Dutchman's  choice, 
And  Horace,  ftrange  to  fay  !  tun'd  Bentley's  voice.  120 

Horace,  whom  all  the  Graces  taught  to  pleafe, 
Mix'd  mirth  with  morals,  eloquence  with  eaie  j 
His  genius  focial  as  his  judgment  clear, 
When  frolic  prudent,  fmiling  when  fevere  j 
Secure  each  temper  and  each  tafte  to  hit,  125 

His  was  the  curious  happinefs  of  wit : 
Skill'd  in  that  nobleft  fcience  how  to  live, 
Which  learning  may  direcl,  but  Heav'n  muft  give  ; 
Grave  with  Agrippa,  with  Mecsenas  gay  j 
Among  the  fair  but  juft  as  wife  as  they  j  130 

Firft  in  the  friendfhips  of  the  great  enroll  d. 
The  St.  Johns,  Boyles,  and  Lyttletons,  of  old. 

While  Bentley,  long  to  wrangling  Ichools  confined, 
And  but  by  books  acquainted  with  mankind, 
Dares  in  the  fulnels  of  the  pedant's  pride  135 

Rhyme,  tho'  no  genius  }  tho'  no  judge, 'decide  j 
Yet  he,  prime  pattern  of  the  captious  art, 
Out-tibbalding  poor  Tibbald,  tops  his  part  ; 
Holds  high  the  fcourge  o'er  each  fam'd  author's  head, 
Nor  are  their  graves  a  refuge  for  the  dead  ;  140 
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T'j  Milton  lending  fenfe,  to  Horace  wit, 

lie  makes  them  write  what  never  poet  writ ; 

The  Roman  Mule  arraigns  his  mangling  pen, 

And  Paradife  by  him  is  loft  agen*. 

Snchwas  his  doom  impos'd  by  Heav'n's  decree,       145 

With  ears  that  hear  not,  eyes  that  (hall  not  fee, 

The  low  to  (well,  to  level  the  fublime, 

To  Waft  all  beauty,  and  beproie  all  rhyme. 

Great  eldeft-born  of  Dulnefs  !  blind  and  bold, 

Tyrant !  more  cruel  than  Procruftes  old,  150 

Who  to  his  iron-bed  by  torture  fits 

Their  nobler  part,  the  ibuls  of  fuff'ring  wits. 

Such  is  the  man  who  heaps  his  head  with  bays, 
And  calls  on  human-kind  to  found  his  praife 
"for  points  tranfplac'd  with  curious  want  of  (kill,     155 
Fw  iiattenM  founds,  and  fenfe  amended  ill. 
So- wife  Caligula,  in  days  of  yore, 
His  helmet  fill'd  with  pebbles  on  the  more, 
Swore  he  had  rifled  Ocean's  richeft  ipoils 
And  claim'd  atrophy  for  his  martial  toils.  160 

Yet  be  his  merits  with  his  faults  confeft  j 
Fair-dealing,  as  the  plaineft,  is  the  beft. 
.  Jtmg  lay  the  critic's  work  with  trifles  ftor'd, 
>';  Imir'd  in  Latin,  but  in  Greek  ador'd. 
?*len  Ib  well  read,  who  confidently  wrote,  165 

Their  readers  could  have  (worn  were  men  of  note. 

)  pafs  upon  the  crowd  for  great  or  rare, 
A' MI  not  to  make  them  knowing,  make  them  ftare. 
i\;r  thefe  blind  votaries  good  Bentley  griev'd, 
Writ  Englifh  notes— and  mankind  undeceived  ;       1 70 
In  fuch  clear  light  the  ferious  folly  plac'd, 
I>/'n  thou,  Browne  Willis !  thou  may 'ft  fee  the  jeft. 

B-ut  what  ean  cure  our  vanity  of  mind, 
jJeaf  to  reproof,  and  to  difcovr'y  blind  ? 

»  This  fagacious  Scholiaft  is  pleafed  to  create  an  imaginary  editor  of 
T(;Uon,  who,  he  fays»  by  his  blunders,  interpolations,  and  vile  alteration^ 
8«'.  Paradift  a  fecond  time.  This  is  a  po.tulatum.  which  furely  none  of'his 
r>aciers  care  have  the  heart  to  deny  him,  hecaufe  other«-ife  he  would  have 
••"•  ntec!  a  fair  opportunity  of  calling  Milton  hirnfelf,  in  the  perfon  of  thi? 
:r.,  foolT  ignorant,  itii"t,  r.^a  the  like  critical  appellations,  which 
3h*  plentifully  beftows  on  him.  But  though  he  had  no  tafte  ih  poetry,  he 
«rs.«  «J»er*ii«  a  man  of  very  confiuerible  abilities,  and  of  great  erudition. 
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Let  Crooke  a  brother-icholiaft  Shakefpeare  call,        175 
Tibbald  to  Hefiod-Crooke  returns  the  ball. 
So  runs  the  circle  ftill :  in  this  we  lee 
The  lackies  of  the  great  and  leam'd  agree. 
If  Britain's  nobles  mix  in  high  debate, 
Whence  Europe,  in  fufpcnfe,  attends  her  fate,          1 80 
In  mimic  fefli on  their  grave  footmen  meet, 
Reduce  an  army,  or  equip  a  fleet, 
And,  rivalling  the  critic's  lofty  ftyle, 
Mere  Tom  and  Dick  are  Stanhope  and  Argyle. 

Yet  thofe  whom  pride  and  dulnefs  join  to  blind, 
To  narrow  cares  in  narrow  fpace  confin'd,  186 

Tho'  with  big  titles  each  his  fellow  greets, 
Are  but  to  wits  as  icavengers  to  ftreets  : 
The  humble  blackguards  of  a  Pope  or  Gay, 
To  brufh  ofFduft,  and  wipe  their  ipots  away.  190 

.Or,  if  not  trivial,  harmful  is  their  art ; 
Fume  to  the  head,  or  poifon  to  the  heart. 
Where  ancient  authors  hint  at  things  obfcene, 
The  Scholiaft  fpeaks  out  broadly  what  they  mean. 
Difclofmg  each  dark  vice,  well  loft  to  fame,  195 

And  adding  fuel  to  redundant  flame, 
He,  fober  pimp  to  Lechery,  explains 
What  Capne's  iile  or  V*'s  alcove  contains  j 
Why  Paulus,  for  his  ibrdid  temper  known, 
Was  lavifh  to  his  father's  wife  alone  5  200 

Why  thofe  fond  female  vifits  duly  paid 
To  tuneful  Incuba,  and  what  her  trade  ; 
How  modern  love  has  made  fo  many  martyrs, 
And  which -keeps  oft'nft,  Lady  O  or  Chartres. 

But  who  their  various  lollies  can  explain  ?  205 

The  tale  is  infinite,  the  tafk  were  vain. 
'Twere  to  read  new-year  odes  in  iearch  of  thought, 
To  ium  the  libels  Pryn  or  Withers  wrote  ; 
To  guefs,  ere  one  epiitle  faw  the  light, 
How  many  dunces  met  and  clubb'd  their  rnite  5         210 
To  vouch  for  truth  what  Welfled  prints  of  Pope, 
Or  from  the  brother  boobies  fteal  a  trope. 

*  See  a  poem  published  fome  time  ago  under  that  title,  faid  to  he'tlie 
produttion  of  fever.U  ingenious  and  prolific  heads,  one  contributing  •  (Virile, 
another  a  character,  ana  a  certain  gentleman  four  Ihrcwd  lines  wholly  matis 
«J  p  ol  aftenlks. 
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That  be  the  part  of  perfevering  Waflfe*, 

With  pen  of  lead  ;  or,  Amal  f  thine  of  brafs  ; 

A  text  for  Henley,  or  a  glofs  for  Hearne,  215 

Who  loves  to  teach  what  no  man  cares  to  learn. 

How  little  knowledge  reaps  from  toils  like  theie  ! 
Too  doubtful  to  direct,  too  poor  to  pleaie. 
Yet,  Critics  !  would  your  tribe  deierve  a  name, 
And  fairly  ufeful,  riie  to  honeft  fame,  220 

Firft  from  the  head  a  load  of  lumber  move, 
And  from  the  volume  all  yourielves  approve  : 
For  patch'd  and  pilfered  fragments  give  us  ienfe, 
Or  learning  clear  from  leam'd  impertinence, 
Where  moral  meaning  or  where  tafte  preiides,  225 

And  wit  enlivens  but  what  reaibn  guides  j 
Great  without  (welling,  without  meanneis  plain, 
Serious,  not  filly  ;  fportive,  but  not  vain ; 
On  trifles  flight,  on  things  of  ufe  profound, 
In  quoting  ibber,  and  in  judging  found.  230 

CUPID  AND  HYMEN: 

OR, 

THE  WEDDING-DAY. ' 

THE  rifmg  mom,  ferenely  ftill, 
Had  bright'ning  fpread  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
Not  thofe  looie  beams  that  wanton  play 
To  light  the  mirth  of  giddy  May, 
Nor  fuch  red  heats  as  burn  the  plain  5 

In  ardent  Summer's  fev'rifh  reign  j 
But  rays  all  equal,  ibft,  and  ibber, 
To  iiiit  the  fecond  of  Oftober, 
To  fuit  the  pair  whofe  Wedding-day 
This  fun  now  gilds  with  annual  ray.  I  o 

Juft  then  where  our  good-natur'd  Thames  is 
Some  four  fhort  miles  above  St.  James's, 
And  deigns  with  filver-ftreaming  wave 
Th1  abodes  of  earth-born  Pride  to  lave, 
Aloft  in  air  two  gods  were  f  baring,  1 5 

While  Putney  cits  beneath  lay  ihoring, 

*-  See  the  Preface  to  his  edition  of  Salhift  ;  and  read,  if  you  are  able,  thr 
Scholia  of  fixteen  annotators  by  him  collected ,  befides  his  own. 
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PlungM  deep  in  dreams  of  ten  per  cent. 
On  iiims  to  their  dear  country  lent ; 
Two  gods  of  no  inferior  fame, 
Whom  ancient  wits  with  rev'rence  name-, 

Tho'  wifer  moderns  much  difparage 

I  mean  the  gods  of  Love  and  Marriage. 

But  Cupid  firft,  his  wit  to  mow, 
Afluming  a  mere  modern  beau, 
Whole  utmoft  aim  is  idle  mirth, 
Look'd — juft  as  coxcombs  look  on  earth, 
Then  rais'd  his  chin,  then  cock'd  his  hat, 
To  grace  this  common -place  chit-chat. 

"  How!  on  the  wing  by  break  of  dawn, 
*'  Dear  brother!1' — there  he  forc'd  a  yawn — • 
"  To  tell  men,  funk  in  deep  profound, 
"  They  muft  ere  night  be  gagg'd  and  bound! 
"  Who  having  once  put  on  thy  chain, 
**  *Tis  odds  may  ne'er  fleep  found  again. 
"  So  fay  the  wits ;  but  wifer  folks 
<c  Still  marry,  and  contemn  their  jokes  : 
"  They  know  each  better  blifs  is  thine, 
*'  Pure  ne6lar,  genuine  from  the  vine ! 
"  And  Love's  own  hand  that  neftar  pours, 
tf  Which,  never  fails  nor  ever  fours ! 
"  Well,  be  it  fo :  yet  there  are  fools 
"  Who  dare  demur  to  formal  rules ; 
."  Who  laugh  profanely  at  their  betters, 
"  And  find  no  freedom  plac'd  in  fetters  j 
"  But,  well  or  ill,  jog  on  thro'  life 
"  Without  that  ibv'reign  blifsawife. 
"  Leave  thefe  at  leaft,  thefe  fad  dogs,  free 
"  To  ftroll  with  Bacchus  and  with  me, 
"  And  fup  in  Middlefex  or  Surrey 
"  Oncoarie  cold  beef  and  Fanny  Murray/' 

Thus  Cupid — and  with  luch  a  leer, 
You  would  have  fworn't  was  Ligonier  j 
While  Hymen  foberly  reply'd, 
Yet  with  an  air  of  com1  clous  pride  j 

"  Juft  come  from  yonder  wretched  fcene, 
"  Where  all  is  venal,  falie,  and  mean, 
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tf  (Looking  on  London  as  he  {poke) 
"  I  marvel  not  at  thy  dull  joke  j 
"  Nor  in  fuch  cant  to  hear  thee  vapour, 
"  Thy  quiver  lin'd  with  South-lea  paper,  60 

"  Thine  arrows  feather' d  at  the  tail 

t f  With  India  bonds  for  hearts  on  fale  j 

"  Their  other  ends  too,  as  is  meet, 

"  Tipp'd  with  gold  points  from  Lombard-ftreet : 

"  But  could  ft  thou  for  amoment  quit  6  5 

"  Theie  airs  offafhionablewit, 

"  And  reaffume  thy  nobler  name— 

"  Look  that  way,  where  I  turn  my  flame — " 
He  laid,  and  held  his  torch  inclin'd, 

Which,  pointed  ib,  ftill  brighter  fhin'd —  70 

"  Behold  yon' couple,  arm  inarm, 

"  Whom  I,  eight  years,  have  known  to  charm, 

"  And  while  they  wear  my  willing  chains, 

CI  A  god  dares  fwear  that  neither  feigns. 

"  This  morn,  that  bound  their  mutual  vow,  7  5 

;    "  That  blefs'd  them  firft,  and  bleffes  now, 

"  They  grateful  hail ;  and  from  the  foul 

"  Wifh  thoufands  o'er  both  heads  may  roll, 

*'  Till  from  life's  banquet  either  gueft 

"  Embracing,  may  retire  to  reft.  80 

"  Come  then,  all  raill'ry  laid  afide, 

te  Let  this  their  day  ferenely  glide  j 
">.    "  With  mine  thy  lerious  aim  unite, 

<{  And  bothfome  proper  gueft s  invite, 

"  That  not  one  minute's  running  fand  8  5 

<f  May  find  their  pleafures  at  a  ftand." 
At  this  fevere  and  fad  rebuke, 

Enough  to  make  a  coxcomb  puke, 

Poor  Cupid,  blaming,  fhrugg'd  and  winc'd, 

Not  yet  contenting,  tho'  convinc'd ;  90 

For  'tis  your  witling's  greateft  terror, 

Ev'n  when  he  lees,  to  own  his  error  j 

Yet  with  a  look  of  arch  grimace 

He  took  his  penitential  face ; 

Said  "  'Twas  perhaps  the  furerplay  95 

I    "  To  give  your  grave  good  fouls  their  way ; 
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**  That  as  true  humour  was  grown  fcarce, 

<f  He  chofe  to  fee  a  fober  farce ; 

"  For  of  all  cattle  and  all  fowl 

<f  Your  folemn- looking  afs  and  owl 

"  Rais'd  much  more  mirth,  he  durft  aver  it, 

<f  Than  thofe  jack-puddings  pug  and  parrot. 

Hs  iai'A,  an  A  ea  ft  ward  fpread  his  wing, 

From  London  fome  few  friends  to  bring. 

His  brother  too,  with  fober  cheer, 

For  the  fame  end  did  weftward  fteer; 

But  firft  a  penfive  love  forlorn, 

Who  three  long  weeping  years  has  borne 

His  torch  reversed,  and  all  around, 

Where  once  it  flam'd,  with  cyprefs  bound, 

Sent  off  to  call  a  neighb'ring  friend, 

On  whom  the  mournful  train  attend  j 

And  bid  him,  this  one  day,  at  leaft, 

For  iiich  a  pair,  at  fuch  a  feaft, 

Strip  off  the  fable  veil,  and  wear 

His  once-gay  look  and  happier  air. 

But  Hymen,  fpeeding  forward  ftill, 
Obferv'd  a  man  on  Richmond-hill*, 
Who  now  firft  tries  a  country  life, 
Perhaps  to  fit  him  for  a  wife : 
But  tho'  not  much  on  this  he  reckoned, 
The  paffing  god  look'd  in  and  beckon'd  j 
He  knows  him  rich  in  ibcial  merit, 
With  independent  tafte  and  fpirit, 
Tho1  he  will  laugh  with  men  of  whim, 
For  fear  fuch  men  fhould  laugh  at  him. 

But,  lo!  already  on  his  way, 
In  due  obfervance  of  the  day, 
A  friend  and  fav'rite  of  the  Nine, 
Who  can,  but  feldora  cares  to  (hine, 
And  one  fole  virtue  would  arrive  at-r- 
To  keep  his  many  virtues  private  j 
Who  tends,  well  pleas'd,  yet  as  by  ftealth, 
His  lov'd companions,  Eafe  and  Health; 

*  A.  Mitchell,  If  i.  minifter  at  the  court  of  Pru«». 
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Or  in  his  garden,  barring  out  1 3  5 

The  noife  of  cv'ry  neighboring  rout, 
At  penfive  hour  of  eve  and  prime 
Marks  how  the  various  hand  of  Time 
Now  feeds  and  rears,  now  ftarves  and  flaughters, 
His  vegetable  fons  and  daughters .  - 1 40 

While  thefe  are  on  their  way,  behold ! 
Dan  Cupid,  from  his  London-fold 
Firft  feeks  and  fends  his  new  Lord  Warden* 
Of  all  the  nymphs  in  Covent- Garden} 
Brave  as  the  fword  he  wears  in  fight,  14-5 

Sincere,  and  briefly  in  the  right, 
Whom  never  minifter  or  king 
Saw  meanly  cringing  in  their  ring. 

A  fecond  iee !  of ipecial  note, 

Plump  Comus  f  in  a  cornel's  coat,  15* 

Whom  we  this  day  expeft  from  far, 
A  jolly  firft-rate  man  of  war, 
On  whom  we  boldly  dare  repofe, 
To  meet  our  friends  or  meet  our  foes. 

Or  comes  a  brother  in  his  ftead  ?  155 

Strong-body  M  too,  and  ftrong  of  head  j 
Who,  in  whatever  path  he  goes, 
Still  looks  right  on  before  his  nofe, 
And  holds  it  little  lefs  than  treaibn 
To  baulk  his  ftomaehor  his  reafon:  160 

True  to  his  miftrefs  and  his  meat, 
He  eats  to  love,  and  loves  to  eat. 

Laft  comes  a  virgin — pray  admire  her! 
Cupid  himfelf  attends  tofquire  her: 
A  welcome  gueft !  we  much  had  mifs'd  her,  1 65 

For'ti  j  our  Kitty  or  her  lifter. 
But,  Cupid,  let  no  knave  or  fool 
Snap  up  this  lamb  to  fhear  her  wool ; 

»  The  late  General  Skekon.  He  had  juft  then  purchafed  a  houfc  in  He«- 
rietta-ftreet. 

f  The  Itts  Colonel  Scott,  who,  though  extremely  corpulent,  was  uncom 
monly  aftive ;  and  wbo,  to  much  (kilt,  fpirit,  and  braver/,  as  an  officer* 
joined  the  greateft  gentlenofs  cfmr.nners  as  a  companion  and  friend.  He 
died  a  facrifice  to  the  public>  in  the  temtt  of  the  Saft-lndi*  Company^  at 
Beagil,  in  the  ynr  1755. 
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No  Teague  of  that  unblufhing  band 

Juft  landed,  or  about  to  land ;  170 

Thieves  from  the  womb,  and  trainM  at  nurfe 

To  fteal  an  heirefs  or  a  purfe : 

No  fcraping,  faving,  faucy  cit, 

Sworn  foe  of  breeding,  worth,  and  wit; 

No  half-formed  infecl:  of  a  peer,  175 

With  neither  land  nor  conicience  clear ; 

Who,  if  he  can, 'tis  all  he  can  do, 

Juft  fpell  the  motto  on  his  landau : 

From  all,  from  each  of  thefe,  defend  her, 

But  thou  and  Hymen  both  befriend  her  i  So 

With  truth,  tafte,  honour,  in  a  mate, 

And  much  good  ienle,  and  feme  eftate. 

But  now,  fuppoie  th'  aflembly  met, 
•And  round  the  table  cordial  fet,  .   -'. 

While  in  fair  order,  to  their  wifh,  1$  5 

Plain  Neatnefs  fends  up  ev'ry  difli, 
And  Pleaiiire  at  the  fideboard  ftands, 
A  ne6lar'dgoblet  in  his  hands, 
To  pour  libations,  in  due  mealiire, 
As  Reaibn  wills  when  join'd  with  Pleafure —  790 

Let  thefe  white  moments  all  be  gay, 
Without  one  cloud  of  dim  allay; 
In  ev'ry  face  let  joy  be  feen, 
As  Truth  fmcere,  as  Hope  ferene ; 
Let  Friendmip,  Love,  and  Wit,  combine  195 

To  flavour  both  the  meat  and  wine 
With  that  rich  relifh  to  each  fenie 
Which  they,  and  they  alone,  difpenfe ; 
Let  Mufic,  too,  their  mirth  prolong, 
With  warbled  air  and  feftive  fong ;  200 

Then  when  at  eve  the  ftar  of  Love 
Glows  with  foft  radiance  from  above, 
And  each  companionable  gueft 
Withdraws  replenim'd,  not  oppreft, 
Let  each,  well-pleasM,  at  parting  lay — 
My  life  be  fuch  a  Weddin  g-day !  206 
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A    POEM. 

IN  TWO  CANTOS. 
Contents 

CANTO  I. 

INVOCATION,  addrefTed  to  Fancy.  Subjcft  propofed.  A  fliort  excurfive 
furvey  of  the  earth  and  heavens.  The  poem  opens  with  a  defcription  of  the 
face  of  Nat;ire  in  the  different  fcenes  of  morning,  funrife,  noon,  with  a 
thunder-rtorrn,  evening,  night,  and  a  particular  night-piece,  with  the  cha- 
racier  of  a  friend  deceafed.  With  the  return  of  morning  Fancy  continues 
her  excurfion,  firft  northward — A  view  of  the  Arftic  continent  and  the  de- 
ferts  of  Tartary.— -From  thence  fouthward :  a  general  profpeft  of  the  globe, 
followed  by  another  of  the  midland  part  of  Europe,  fuppoie  Italy.  A  city 
there  upon  the  point  of  being  fwallowed  up  by  an  earthquake  :  figns  that 
umer it  in:  dcfcribed  in  its  caufes  and  effedVs  at  length. — Eruption  of  a. 
burning  mountain,  happening  at  the  fame  time  and  from  the  fame  caufes, 
litewife  defcribed. 

CANTO  II. 
Contains,on  the  fame  plan,a  furvey  of  the  folar  fyftem,  and  of  the  fixed  ftars, 

CANTO  I. 

COMPANION  of  the  Mufe,  creative  pow'r, 
Imagination!  at  whole  great  command 
Arile  unnumbered  images  of  things, 
Thy  hourly  offspring ;  thou  who  canft  at  will 
People  with  air-born  mapes  the  filent  wood  5 

And  Iblitary  vale,  thy  own  domain, 
Where  Contemplation  haunts  j  oh !  come,  invok'd, 
To  waft  me  on  thy  many-tin£lur'd  wing 
O'er  earth's  extended  fpace  5  and  thence,  on  high, 
Spread  to  iuperior  worlds  thy  bolder  flight,  10 

Excurfive,  unconfin'd :  hence  from  the  haunts 
Of  vice  and  folly,  vanity  and  man- 
To  yon'  ex  panic  of  plains  where  Truth  delights, 
Simple  of  heart,  and  hand  in  hand  with  her 
Where  blamelefs  Virtue  walks.     Now  parting  Spring, 
Parent  of  beauty  and  of  fong,  Ijas  left  16 

His  mantle,  flow'r-embroider'd  on  the  ground, 
While  Summer  laughing  comes,  and  bids  the  Months 
Crown  his  prime  feaibn  with  their  choiceft  ftores, 
Frefh  roles  op'ning  to  the  folar  ray,  20 

And  fruits  llow-fwelling  on  the  loaded  bough. 

Here  let  me  frequent  roam,  preventing  morn, 
Attentive  to  the  cock,  whole  early  throat, 
Heard  from  the  diftant  village  in  the  vale, 

*  This  Poem  is  among  the  Author's  earlieft  performances.  Whether  the 
•writing  may,  in  fome  (dtgree,  atone  for  the  irregularity  of  the  compofition, 
•which  he  contents,  and  does  not  even  attempt  to  excufe.  is  fubinitted  eu- 
lire^y  to  the  candour  of  Oie  reader. 
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Crows  cheerly  out,  far- founding  thro'  the  gloom :     25 

Night  hears  from  where,  wide-hov'ring  in  mid-lky, 

She  rules  the  iable  hour,  and  calls  her  train 

Of  vifionary  fears,  the  fhrouded  ghoft, 

The  dream  diftrefsful,  and  th'  incumbent  hag, 

That  rile  to  Fancy's  eye  in  horrid  forms,  30 

While  Reafon  flumb'ring  lies  :  at  once  they  fly, 

As  fhadows  paf's,  nor  is  their  path  beheld. 

And  now,  pale-glimm'ring  on  the  verge  of  heaven, 
From  eaft  to  north,  in  doubtful  twilight  feen, 
A  whifning  luftre  moots  its  tender  beam,  3  5 

While  made  and  filence  yet  involve  the  ball : 
Now  i'acred  Morn,  aicending,  fmiles  ferene 
A  dewy  radiance,  bright  ""ning  o'er  the  world : 
Gay  daughter  of  the  Air,  for  ever  young, 
For  ever  pleafing,  lo !  me  onward  comes,  40 

In  fluid  gold  and  azure  loofe-array'd, 
Sun-tin&ur'd:  changeful  hues :  at  her  approach, 
The  weftern  gray  of  yonder  breaking  clouds 
Slow-reddens  into  flame ;  the  rifing  mifts, 
From  off  the  mountain's  brow,  roll  blue  away  45 

In  curling  fpires,  and  open  all  his  woods, 
High  waving  in  the  fky  5  th'  uncolour'd  ftream 
Beneath  her  glowing  ray  tranflucent  mines : 
Glad  Nature  feels  her  thro'  her  boundlefs  realms 
Of  life  and  fenfe,  and  calls  forth  all  her  fweets,         50 
Fragrance  and  long :  from  each  unfolding  flow'r 
Tranfpire  the  balm  of  life  that  Zephyr  wafts, 
Delicious,  on  his  rofy  wirig :  each  bird, 
Or  high  in  air  or  fecret  in  the  made, 
Rejoicing  warbles  wild  his  matin  hymn,  55 

Wild  beafts  of  chafe,  by  fecret  inftinft  mov'd, 
Scud  o'er  the  lawns,  and,  plunging  into  night, 
In  brake  or  cavern  number  out  the  day. 

Invited  by  the  cheerful  Mom  abroad, 
See,  from  his  humble  roof  the  good  man  comes         60 
To  tafte  her  fremnefs,  and  improve  her  rife 
In  holy  mufmg :  rapture  in  his  eye 
And  kneeling  wonder  fpeak  his  filent  foul 
With  gratitude  overflowing,  and  with  praife. 
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Now  Induftry  is  up :  the  village  pours  65 

Her  u fefi.il  ions  abroad  to  various  toil ; 
The  labYer  here  with  ev'ry  inltrument 
Of  future  plenty  arm'd,  and  there  the  fwain, 
A.  rural  king  amid  his  iiibject  flocks, 
Whoiebleatings  wake  the  vocal  hills  afar.  70 

The  traveller,  too,  purlues  his  early  road 
Among  the  dews  of  morn.  Aurora  calls, 
And  all  the  living  landfcape  moves  around. 
But  fee,  the  ftufiVd  horizon  flames  intenle 
With  vivid  red,  in  rich  profufion  ftream'd  75 

O'er  heav'n's  pure  arch.  At  once  the  clouds  afiume 
Their  gayett  liv'ries  :  theie  with  lilv'ry  beams, 
Fring'd  lovely,  fplendid  thofe  in  liquid  gold, 
And  fpeak  their  iov'reign's  ftate.     He  comes;  behold! 
Fountain  of  light  and  colour,  warmth  and  life  1         80 
The  king  of  Glory  1  round  his  head  divine 
Diffufive  fhow'rs  of  radiance  circling  flow, 
As  o'er  the  Indian  wave  up-rifmg  fair 
He  looks  abroad  on  Nature,  and  inverts, 
Where'er  his  univerfal  eye  furveys,  $5 

Her  ample  boibm,  earth,  air,  lea,  and  fky, 
In  one  bright  robe  with  heav'nly  tinctures  gay. 

From  this  hoar  hill,  that  climbs  above  the  plain 
Half-way  up  heav'n,  ambitious.,  brown  with  woods 
Of  broadeft  made,  and  terrac'd  round  with  walks      90 
Winding  and  wild,  that  deep  embowering  rife, 
Maze  above  maze,  thro1  all  its  fhelter'd  height, 
From  hence  th'  aerial  concave  without  cloud, 
Tranilucent,  and  in  pureft  azure  drefs'd  ; 
T!ie  boundlefs  1'cene  beneath,  hill,  dale,  and  plain ; 
The  precipice  abrupt ;  the  diilant  deep,  96 

Whole  fhores  remurmur  to  the  founding  furge  j 
The  neareft  foreft  in  wide  circuit  fpread, 
Solemn  recefs,  wlioie  (blitaiy  walks 
Fair  Truth  and  Wiidom  love ;  the  bordering  lawn, 
With  flocks  and  herds  enrich'd ;  the  daily ""d  vale  j    101 
The  river's  cr^'ftal,  and  the  meadow's  green— 
Grateful  diverfity  ;  allure  the  eye 

..id  to  rove  amid  ten  thouiand  charms. 
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Thefe  fcenes,  where  ev'ry  Virtue,  ev'ry  Muie,    105 
Delighted  range,  ierene  the  foul,  and  lift, 
Borne  on  Devotion's  wing,  beyond  the  pole, 
To  higheft  heaven,  her  thought  j  to  Nature's  God, 
Firft  Iburce  of  all  things  lovely,  all  things  good, 
Eternal,  infinite!  before  whole  throne  no 

Sits  fov'reign  Bounty,  and  thro'  heav'n  and  earth 
Carelefs  diffufes  plenitude  of  blifs : 
Him  all  things  own ;  he  fpeaks,  and  it  is  day  j 
Obedient  to  his  nod,  alternate  night 
Obicures  the  world :  the  ieafons  at  his  call  1 1  £ 

Succeed  in  train,  and  lead  the  year  around. 
While  reafon  thus  and  rapture  fill  the  heart, 
Friends  of  mankind,  good  angels,  hov'ring  near, 
Their  holy  influence,  deep-infufmg,  lend, 
And  inftillwhiipers,  foft  as  Zephyr's  breath  120 

When  fcarce  the  green  leaf  trembles,  tliro'  her  pow'rs 
Infpire  new  vigour,  purer  light  liipply, 
And  kindle  ev'ry  virtue  into  flame. 
Celeftial  intercourfe  !  fuperior  blifs, 
Which  Vice  ne'er  knew  !  health  of  th'  enliven'd  foul, 
And  heav'n  on  earth  begun  !  Thus,  ever  fix'd          126 
In  Iblitude,  may  I,  obfcurely  fafe, 
Deceive  mankind,  and  fteal  thro'  life  along, 
As  flides  the  foot  of  Time,  unmark'd,  unknown. 

Exalted  to  his  noon,  the  fervent  lim, 
Full-blazing  o'er  the  blue  immenie,  bums  out 
With  fierce  effulgence.  Now  th'  embow'ring  maze 
Of  vale  fequefter'd  or  the  fir-crovvn'd  fide 
Of  airy  mountain,  whence  with  lucid  lapfe 
Falls  many  a  dew-fed  ftream,  invites  the  ftep  135 

Of  mufing  poet,  and  fecures  repoie 
To  weary  pilgrim.  In  the  flood  of  day, 
Oppreflive  brightnefs  deluging  the  world, 
Sick  Nature  pants  j  and  from  the  cleaving  earth 
Light  vapours,  undulating  thro'  the  air,  140 

Contagious  fly,  engend'ring  dire  difeafe, 
Red  plague  and  fever,  or  in"  fogs  aloft 
Condenfing,  fhew  a  ruffling  tempeft  nigh. 
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And  lee,  exhaling  from  the  Atlantic  furge, 
Wild  world  of  waters  !  diftant  clouds  afcend  145 

In  vap'ry  confluence,  deep'ning  cloud  on  cloud, 
Then  rolling  duft  along  to  eaft  and  north, 
As  the  Matt" bears  them  on  his  humid  wing, 
Draw  total  night  and  tempeft  o'er  the  noon. 
Lo  !  bird  and  beaft,  impreis'd  by  Natxire's  hand,     1 50 
In  homeward  warnings  thro'  each  feeling  nerve 
Hafte  from  the  hour  of  terror  and  of  ftorm. 
The  Thunder  now,  from  forth  his  cloudy  fhrine, 
Amid  conflicting  elements,  where  Dread 
And  Death  attend,  the  iervants  of  his  nod,  155 

Firft  in  deaf  murmurs  founds  the  deep  alarm, 
Heard  from  afar,  awakening  awful  thought. 
Dumb  fadnefs  fills  this  nether  world  j  the  gloom 
With  double  blacknefs  lours  ;  the  tempeft  iwells, 
And  expectation  makes  the  heart  of  man.  160 

Where  yonder  clouds  in  duflcy  depth  extend 
Broad  ore  the  fouth,  fermenting  in  their  womb, 
Pregnant  with  fate,  the  fiery  tempeft  iwells, 
Sulphureous  (learn  and  nitrous,  late  exhal'd 
From  mine  or  un<5luous  ibil ;  and,  lo!  at  once,       165 
Forth  darted  in  flant  ftream,  the  ruddy  flam, 
Quick  glancing,  ijpreads  a  moment's  horrid  day. 
Again  it  flames  expanfive,  meets  the  fky, 
Wide  and  more  wide,  with  mournful  light  around, 
On  all  fides  burning;  now  the  face  of  things  170 

Dilclofing,  iwallow'd'now  in  tenfold  night. 
Again  the  Thunder's  voice,  with  pealing  roar, 
From  cloud  to  cloud  continuous  roll'd  along, 
Amazing  burfts  !  Air,  fea,  and  more,  reibund : 
Horror  fits  ftiudd'ring  in  the  felon  breaft,  175 

And  reels  the  dreadful  flafh  before  it  flies : 
Each  fleeping  fin,  excited,  ftarts  to  view, 
And  all  is  ftorm  within.  The  murd'rer,  pale 
With  confcious  guilt,  tho'  hid  in  deepeft  made, 
Hears  and  flies  wild,  purfu'd  by  all  his  fears,          180 
And  lees  the  bleeding  fliadow  of  the  (lain 
Rife  hideous,  glaring  on  him  thro'  the  gloom. 
Hark  1  thro'  th'  aerial  vault  the  ftorm,  inflara'd, 
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Comes  nearer,  hoarfely  loud,  abrupt  and  fierce, 
Peal  hurl'd  on  peal  inceflant,  burit  on  buril  j  185 

Torn  from  its  bale,  as  if  the  general  frame 
Were  tumbling  into  chaos.— There  it  fell, 
With  whirlwind  wing,  in  red  diffufion  flamM : 
Deftm&ion  marks  its  path.     Yon1  riven  oak 
Is  hid  in  ImoukT ring  fires  j  furpris'd  beneath  190 

The  traveller  iil-omen'd  proftrate  falls, 
A  livid  code.  Yon1  cottage  flames  to  heav'n, 
And  in  its  fartheft  cell,  to  which  the  hour, 
All  horrible,  had  iped  their  fteps,  behold  ! 
The  parent  breathleis  lies,  her  orphan  babes  195 

Shuddering  and  fpeechleis  round— -O  Pow'r  divine ! 
Whofewiil,  unerring,  points  the  bolt  of  Fate, 
Thy  hand,  tho'  terrible,  mall  man  decide 
If  punilhment  or  mercy  dealt  the  blow  ? 

Appeas'd  at  laft,  the  tumult  of  the  fkies  200 

Subfides,  the  thunders  falling  roar  is  huih'd  ; 
At  once  the  clouds  fly  featuring,  and  the  fun 
Breaks  out  with  boundlefs  (plendour  o'er  the  world. 
Parent  of  light  and  joy  !  to  all  things  he 
New  life  reflores,  and  from  each  drooping  field        205 
Draws  the  redundant  rain,  in  climbing  mifts 
Faft-rifmg  to  his  ray,  till  ev'ry  flow1!* 
Lift  up  its  head,  and  Nature  fmiles  reviv'd. 

At  firft  'tis  awful  filence  over  all, 
From  fenfe  of  late-felt  danger,  till  confirm ""d,  210 

In  grateful  chorus  mixing,  beaft  and  bird 
Rejoice  aloud  to  heav'n  :  on  either  hand 
The  woodlands  warble,  and  the  vallies  low. 
So  pafs  the  fbngful  hours.  And  now  the  iim, 
Decliif  d,  hangs  verging  on  the  weftern  main,          215 
Whole  flucluating  bofom,  blufhing  red, 
The  ipaceof  many  leas  beneath  his  eye, 
Heaves  in  ibft  Iwellings  murm'ring  to  the  more  : 
A  circling  glory  glows  around  his  difk 
Of  milder  beams  j  part,  ftreaming  o'er  the  fky,       220 
Inflames  the  diftant  azure  j  part  below 
In  level  lines  moot  thro1  the  waving  wood, 
Clad  half  in  light  and  half  in  pleafmg  fliade, 
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That  lengthens  o'er  the  lawn.  Yon1  ev'ning  clouds, 
Lucid  or  duik,  with  flamy  purple  edg'd,  225 

Float  in  gay  pomp  the  blue  horizon  round, 
Amufive,  changeful,  Shifting  into  fhapes 
Of  vifionary  beauty,  antique  tow'rs 
With  fhadowy  domes  and  pinnacles  adomV., 
Or  hills  of  white  extent,  that  rile  and  fink  230 

•  As  fportful  Fancy  lifts  ;  till  late,  the  fun 
From  human  eye  behind  earth's  (hading  orb 
Total  withdrawn,  th'  aerial  landicape  fades. 
Diftinftion  fails,  and  in  the  darkening  weft 
The  laft  light,  quiv'ring,  dimly  dies  away.  235 

And  now  th'  ilhifive  flame  oft'  ieen  at  eve 
Upborne  and  blazing  on  the  light-wing'd  gale, 
Glides  o'er  the  lawn,  betok'ning  Nights  approach : 
Arifmg  awful  o'er  the  eaftern  ficy, 
Onward  me  comes  with  filent  ftep  and  flow,  24.0 

In  her  brown  mantle  wrapt,  and  brings  along 
The  ftill,  the  mild,  the  melancholy  hour, 
And  Meditation,  with  his  eye  on  heav'n. 

Mufmg,  in  Ibber  mood,  of  time  and  life, 
That  fly  with  unrelenting  wing  away  245 

To  that  dark  world,  uniravell'd  and  unknown, 
Eternity  !  thro'  delert  ways  I  walk, 
Or  to  the  cyprels-grove,  at  twilight  fhunn'd 
By  pairing  Iwains.  The  chill  breeze  murmurs  low, 
And  the  boughs  ruftle  round  me  where  I  ftand,       250 
With  fancy  all  arous'd.--- Far  on  the  left 
Shoots  up  a  fhapelefs  rock  of  duflcy  height, 
The  raven's  haunt,  and  down  its  woody  fteep 
A  dafliing  flood  in  headlong  torrent  hurls 
His  founding  waters  ;  white  on  ev'ry  cliff  255- 

Hangs  the  light  foam,  and  iparkles  thro'  the  gloom. 

Behind  me  rifes  huge  a  rev'rend  pile 
Sole  on  this  blafted  heath,  a  place  of  tombs, 
Watte,  delblate,  where  Ruin  dreary  dwells  : 
Brooding  o'er  fightlefs  fculls  and  crumbling  bones  2601 
Ghaftful  he  fits,  and  eyes  with  ftedfaft  glare 
(Sad  trophies  of  his  pow'r  where  ivy  twines 
Its  fatal  green  around)  the  falling  roof, 
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The  time-fhook  arch,  the  column  grey  with  mofs, 
The  leaning  wall,  the  fculptur'd  ftone  defac'd,        265 
Whole  monumental  flatt'ry,  mix'd  with  duft, 
Now  hides  the  name  it  vainly  meant  to  raiie. 
All  is  dread  filence  here,  and  undifturb'd, 
Save  what  the  wind  iighs,  and  the  wailing  owl 
Screams  folitary  to  the  mournful  moon,  270 

Glimm'ring  her  weftern  ray  thro'  younder  aifle, 
Where  the  fad  fpirit  walks  with  fhadowy  foot 
His  wonted  round,  or  lingers  o'er  his  grave. 

Hail,  midnight  Shades  !  hail,  venerable  Dome ! 
By  age  more  venerable  j  facred  more,  275 

Beyond  Time's  troubled  iea,  where  never  wave, 
Where  never  wind  of  paffion  or  of  guilt, 
Of  luff 'ring  or  of  forrow,  mall  invade 
The  Calm  ibund  night  of  thole  who  reft  below : 
The  weary  are  at  peace  j  the  fmall  and  great,  208 

Life's  voyage  ended,  meet  and  mingle  here  : 
Here  fleeps  the  prisoner  fafe,  nor  feels  his  chain, 
Nor  hear's  th'  oppreflbr's  voice.     The  poor  and  old, 
With  all  the  fons  of  Moxirning,  fearlefs  now 
Of  want  or  woe,  find  unalarm'd  repoie.  285 

Proud  Greatnefs,  too,  the  tyranny  of  pow'r, 
The  grace  of  beauty,  and  the  force  of  youth, 
And  name  and  place,  are  here — for  ever  loft ! 

But,  at  near  diftance  on  the  mouldering  wall 
Behold  a  monument,  with  emblem  grac'd,  290 

And  fair  inscription,  where  with  head  declin'd 
And  folded  arms,  the  Virtues  weeping  round 
Lean  o'er  a  beauteous  youth  who  dies  below. 
Thyrfis— 'tis  he  !  the  wiieft  and  the  beft  ! 
Lamented  Shade !  whom  ev'ry  gift  of  Heav'n         295 
Profufely  blefs'd  ;  all  learning  was  his  own  j 
Pleafing  his  fpeech,  by  Nature  taught  to  flow, 
Periuafive  fenfe  and  ftrong,  fmcere  and  clear : 
His  manners  greatly  plain :  a  noble  grace, 
Self-taught,  beyond  the  reach  of  mimic  Art,  300 

Adorn'd  him  ;  his  calm  temper  winning  mild  ; 
Nor  Pity  fofter,  nor  was  Truth  more  bright : 
Conftant  in  doing  well,  he  neither  fought 
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Nor  flmnnM  applaufe.  No  bafhful  merit  figh'd 
Near  him  negle&ed  j  fymparhizing,  he  305 

Wip'd  off  the  tear  from  Sorrow's  clouded  eye 
With  kindly  hand,  and  taught  her  heart  to  fmile. 

'Tis  morning,  and  the  lim  his  welcome  light 
Swift,  from  beyond  dark  Ocean's  orient  ftream, 
Gatt  thro1  the  air,  renewing  Nature's  face  310 

With  heav'n-bom  beauty  :  o'er  her  ample  breaft, 
O'er  fea  and  more,  light  Fancy  fpeeds  along 
Quick  as  the  darted  beam  from  pole  to  pole, 
Excurfive  traveller.     Now  beneath  the  north, 
Alone  with  Winter  in  his  inmoft  realm,  315 

Region  of  horrors  !  here  amid  the  roar 
Of  winds  and  waves,  the  drifted  turbulence 
Of  hail-mix'd  fnows,  refides  th'  ungenial  pow'r, 
For  ever  filent,  fhiv'ring  and  forlorn  ! 
From  Zembla's  cliffs  onto  the  ftraights  furmis'd     320 
Of  Anian  eaftward,  where  both  worlds  oppofe 
Their  fliores  contiguous,  lies  the  polar  fea, 
One  glitt'ring  watte  of  ice,  and  on  the  mom 
Cafts  cold  a  cheerlefs  light.     Lo  !  hills  of  fnow, 
Hill  behind  hill,  and  Alp  on  Alp,  afcend,  325 

PiPd  up  from  eldeft  age,  and  to  the  fun 
Impenetrable,  rifmg  from  afar 
In  mifty  profpeft  dim,  as  if  on  air 
Each  floating  hill,  and  azure  range  of  clouds  : 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  in  this  difaftrous  clime,  330 

Horrid  and  harbourlefs,  where  all  life  dies, 
Advent'rous  mortals,  urg'd  by  thirft  of  gain, 
Thro'  floating  ifles  of  ice  and  righting  ftorms, 
Roam  the  wild  wavt^  in  fearch  of  doubtful  mores, 
By  weft  or  eaft,  a  path  yet  unexplor'd.  340 

Hence  eaftward  to  the  Tartar's  cruel  coaft, 
By  utmoft  ocean  wafli'd,  on  whole  lad  wave 
The  blue  iky  leans  her  breaft,  diffused  immenfe 
In  folitary  length  the  Deiert  lies 

Where  Defolation  keeps  his  empty  court :  34.0 

No  bloom  of  ipring  o'er  all  the  thirfty  vafr, 
Nor  Ipiry  grais,  is  found,  but  fands  inftead 
In  fteril  hills,  and  rough  rocks  rifmg  gj-ey, 
D  3 
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A  land  of  fears  !  where  viflonary  forms 
Of  grifly  fpeftres  from  air,  flood,  and  fire,  345 

Swarm,  and  before  them  fpeechlefs  Horror  ftalks! 
Here,  night  by  night,  beneath  the  ftarlefs  duik, 
The  fecret  hag  and  ibrcerer  unblefs'd 
Their  fabbath  hold,  and  potent  ipells  compofe, 
Spoils  of  the  violated  grave  j  and  now  3  50 

Late,  at  the  hour  that  levers  night  from  morn, 
Whenileep  has  filenc'd  ev'ry  thought  of  man, 
They  to  their  revels  fall,  infernal  throng  ! 
And  as  they  mix  in  circling  dance,  or  turn 
To  the  four  winds  of  heav'n  with  naggard  gaze,     353 
Shot  ilreaming  from  the  boibm  of  the  north, 
Op'ning  the  hollow  gloom,  red  meteors  blaze, 
To  lend  them  light,  and  diftant  thunders  roll, 
Heard  in  low  murmurs  thro1  the  low'ring  fky. 

From  thefe  fad  fcenes,  the  wafte  abodes  of  Death, 
With  devious  wing,  to  fairer  climes  remote  361 

Southward  I  ftray,  where  Caucaliis  in  view, 
Bulwark  of  nations,  in  broad  eminence 
Upheaves  from  realm  to  realm  a  hundred  hills, 
On  from  the  Cafpianto  the  Euxine  ftretch!d,          365 
Pale-glitt'ring  with  eternal  ihows  to  heav'n. 
From  this  chill  fteep,  which  midnight's  higheft  fhades 
Scarce  climb  to  darken,  rough  with  murm'ring  woods, 
Imagination  travels  with  quick  eye 
Unbounded  o'er  the  globe,  and  wond'ring  views      370 
Her  rolling  feas  and  intermingled  ifles, 
Her  mighty  continents,  outftretch'd  immenfe, 
Where  Europe,  Afia,  Afric,  of  old  fame, 
Their  regions  nurnberlefs  extend  ;  and  where, 
To  fartheft  point  of  weft,  Columbus  late  375 

Thro'  untiy'd  oceans  bore  to  mores  unknown 
Moor'd  his  firft  keel  advent'rous,  and  beheld 
A.  new,  a  fair,  a  fertile  world  ariie ! 
But  nearer  fcenes  of  happy  rural  view, 
Green  dale,  and  level  down,  and  bloomy  hill,          3  80 
The  Mule's  walk,  on  which  the  fun's  bright  eye 
Propitious  looks,  invite  her  willing  ftep. 
Here  fee,  abound  me  imiling,  myrtle  groves, 
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And  mountains  crown'd  with  aromatic  woods 

Of"  vegetable  gold,  with  vales  amidit,  385 

Lavifh  of  flow'rs  and  fragance,  where  fbft  Spring, 

Lord  of  the  year,  indulges  to  each  field 

The  fanning  breeze,  live  ipring,  and  IheltVmg  grove. 

In  theie  blefs'd  plains  a  fpacious  city  Ipreads 
Its  round  extent  magnificent,  and  feems  390 

The  feat  of  empire  :  dazzling  in  the  fky, 
With  far-feen  blaze,  her  tow'ry  ftru&ures  mine, 
E lab 'rate  works  of  art !  each  opening  gate 
Sends  forth  its  thoufands  :  peace  and  plenty  round 
Environ  her.     In  each  frequented  fchool  395 

Learning  exalts  his  head,  and  Commerce  pours 
Into  her  arms  a  thoufand  foreign  realms. 
How  fair  and  fortunate  !  how  worthy  all 
Of  lading  bliis  fecure  :  yet  all  muft  fail, 
O'erturnvd  and  loft — nor  mall  their  place  be  found. 

A  fulien  calm  unufual,  dark  and  dead,  40 1 

Ariles  inaufpicious  o'er  the  heav'ns. 
The  beamleis  iim  looks  wan  ;  a  fighing  cold 
Winters  the  ihadow'd  air ;  the  birds  on  high, 
Shrieking,  give  fign  of  fearful  change  at  hand :       405 
And  now,  within  the  bofom  of  the  globe, 
Where  lulphur  ftor'd  and  nitre  peaceful  flept, 
For  ages,  in  their  fubterranean  bed, 
Ferments  th'  approaching  tempeft.     Vap'ry  ftreams, 
Inflammable,  perhaps  by  winds  fublinVd,  410 

Their  deadly  breath  apply.     Th'  enkindled  maf's, 
Mine  fir'd  by  mine  in  train,  with  boundlefs  rage, 
With  horror  unconceiv'd,  difplotled  burfts 
Its  central  priibn— Shook  from  more  to  more 
Reels  the  broad  continent  with  ail  its  load,  415 

Hills,  forefts,  cities.     The  lone  defert  quakes  j 
Her  favage  ions  howl  to  the  thunder's  groan, 
And  lightning's  ruddy  glare,  while  from  beneath 
Deaf  diftant  roarings,  thro'  the  wide  profound 
Rueful  are  heard,  as  when  Defpair  complains.         420 

Gather'd  in  air,  o'er  that  proud  capital 
Crowns  an  involving  cloud  of  gloomy  depth, 
Fafting  dun  night  und  terror  o'er  t  he  heads 
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Of  her  inhabitants.     Aghaft  they  ftancl, 

Sad-gaging  on  the  mournful  fkies  around,  42,5 

Amoiriait/8  dreadful  filence!  then  loud  icreams 

And  eage\-  fupplications  rend  the  fkies. 

Lo!  crowds  on  crowds,  in  hurry 'd  ftreams  along, 

From  ftreet  to  ftreet,  from  gate  to  gate,  roll'd  on, 

This,  that  ,way  burft  in  waves,  by  horror  wing'd     4-30   \ 

To  diftant  tiill  or  cave,  while  half  the  globe, 

Her  frame  convulfive  rocking  to  and  fro, 

Trembled  with  fecond  agony.    Upheav'd 

In  furges,  her  vex'd  iurface  rolls  a  lea  : 

Ruhreniues  ;  tow'rs,  temples,  palaces,  435 

Fl*mg  from  their  deep  foundations,  roof  on  roof, 

Crufb/d  horrible,  and  pile  on  pile  o'erturn'd 

Full  total — In  that  univerfal  groan, 

Sounding  to  heav'n,  expir'd  a  thoufand  lives, 

O'erwhelm'd  at  once,  one  undiftinguinYd  wreck ! 

Sight  full  of  fate!  up  from  the  centre  torn  441 

The  ground  yawns  horrible  a  hundred  mouths, 
Flaming  pale  flames — down  thro"1  the  gulphs  profound, 
Screaming,  whole  crowds  of  ev'ry  age  and  rank, 
With  hands  to  heav'n  rais'd  high  imploring  aid,     445 
Prone  to  th'  abyfs  defcend,  and  o'er  their  heads 
Earth  fhuts  her  ponderous  jaws.  Part  loft  in  night 
Return  no  more  5  part  on  the  wafting  wave, 
.  Borne  thro'  the  darknefs  of  th'  infernal  world, 
Far  diftant  rile,  emerging  with  the  flood,  450 

Pale  as  ai'cending  ghofts  caft  back  to  day, 
A  fhudd'ring  band !  diftruclion  in  each  eye 
Stars  wildly  motionlefs ;  they  pant,  they  catch 
A  gulph  of  air,  and  graip  with  dying  aim 
The  wreck  that  drives  along,  to  gain  from  Fate,      455 
Short  interval!  a  moment's  doubtful  life: 
For  now  earth's  fofad  i'phere  afunder  rent 
With  final  diflblution,  the  huge  mafs 
Falls  undemiin'd — Down,  down  th'  extenfive  feat 
Of  this  fair  city,  down  her  buildings  fink!  460 

Sinks  the  full  pride  her  ample  walls  inclos'd, 
In  one  wild  havoc  crafh'd,  with  burft  beyond 
Heav'n loudeft  thunder!  Uproar unconceiv'd! 
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Image  of  Nature's  gen'ral  irame  dettroy'd! 
How  greatly  terrible,  how  dark  and  deep  x       465 

The  purpoies  of  Heav'n !  At  once  o'erthrown 
White  age  and  youth,  the  guihy  and  the  juft } 
O  feemingly  fivere,  promiicuous  fall ! 
Reafon,  whole  daring  eye  in  vnin  explores 
The  fearful  providence,  coniuj'd,  iubdu'd  470 

To  filenceand  amazement,  with  due  praife 
Acknowledges  th1  Almighty,  and  adores 
His  will  unerring,  wiieft,  jufteit,  beft! 

The  coantiy  mourns  around  with  alter'd  look : 
Fields  where  but  late  the  many-colour'd  Spring       475 
,Sat  gaily  drefs'd  amid  the  vernal  breath 
;  Of  roit-s,  and  the  long  of  nightingales 
^  Soft- warbled,  filent  languiih  now  and  die : 
Rivers  ingulf 'd  their  ample  channels  leave 
A  iancly  traclj  and  goodly  moxmtains,  hurl'd          480 
In  whirlwind  from  their  feat,  ob'ftru£l  the  plain 
With  rough  encumbrance,  or  thro'  depths  of  earth 
Fall  ruinous,  with  all  their  woods  immers'd. 

Sulphureous  damps,  of  dark  and  deadly  pow'r, 
Steam'd  from  th1  abyfs,  fly  fecret  overheard,  485 

Wounding  the  healthful  air,  whence  foul  diieafe, 
Murrain  and  rot,  in  tainted  herds  and  flocks  j 
In  man  fore  ilcknefs,  and  the  lamp  of  life 
DimmM  and  diminiih'd ;  or  more  fatal  ill 
Of  mind,  uniettling  realbn  overturn'd:  490 

Here  into  madnei's  work'd  and  boiling  o'er 
Outrageous  fancies,  like  the  troubled  lea 
Foaming  out  mud  and  filth ;  here  downward  fiink 
To  folly,  and  in  idle  mufing  warp'd, 
Now  chafing  with  fond  aim  the  flying  cloud,  495 

Now  numbering  up  the  drops  of  falling  rain. 

A  while  the  fiery  fpirit  in  its  cell 
Infidious  (lumbers,  till  lome  chance  unknown, 
Perhaps  ibme  rocky  fragment  from  the  roof 
Detach'd,  and  roll'd  with  rough  collision  down          500 
Its  echoing  vault,  ftrikes  out  the  fatal  ipark 
That  blows  it  into  rage.  Shakes  earth  again, 
AVide  thro'  her  entrails  torn.  To  all  fides  flafh'd 
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The  flames  bear  downward  on  the  central  deep, 
Immealurable  fource,  whence  ocean  fills  505 

His  num'rous  leas,  and  pours  them  round  the  globe. 
The  liqxiid  orb,  thro'  all  its  dark  expanfe 
In  dire  commotion  boils,  and  burfting  way 
Up  thro'  th'  unfounded  bottoms  of  the  main, 
Where  never  tempeft  ruffled ,  lifts  the  deeps,  5 1  o 

At  once,  in  billowy  mountains  to  the  Iky, 
With  raving  violence :  and  now  their  mores, 
Rebellowing  to  the  furge,  they  fwallow  fierce, 
O'erfwelling  mound  and  cliff;  now  fwift  and  ftrange, 
With  refluent  wave  retreating  leave  the  beach  515 

A  naked  of  wafte  fands — Mean-time,  behold ! 

Yon'  neighboring  mountain  rifmg  black  and  bare, 
Its  double  top  in  fteril  afhes  hid, 
But  green  around  its  bale  with  oil  and  wine, 
Gives  lign  of  ftorm  and  delblation  near;  520 

Storehoule  of  Fate !  from  whofe  infernal  womb, 
With  fiery  minerals  and  metallic  ore 
Pernicious  fraught,  afcends  eternal  fmoke ; 
Now  wav'ring  looie  in  air,  now  borne  on  high, 
A  dufky  column  height'ning  to  the  fun !  $z$ 

Imagination's  eye  looks  down  difmay'd 
The  fteepy  gulf,  pale -flaming  and  profound, 
With  hourly  tumult  vex'd,  but  now  incens'd 
To  feveniold  fury.    Firft  diicordant  founds, 
As  of  a  clam' ring  multitude  enrag'd,  530 

The  dafh  of  floods,  and  hollow  howl  of  winds, 
Thro'  wintry  woods  or  cavern'd  ruins  heard, 
Rife  from  the  diftant  depth  where  uproar  reigns  : 
Anon,  with  black  eruption,  from  its  jaws 
A  night  of  fmoke,  thick-driving,  wave  on  wave,      53^ 
In  ftormy  flow,  and  cloud  involving  cloud, 
Rolls  furging  forth,  extinguifhing  the  day, 
With  voilied  fparkles  mix'd,  and  whirling  drifts 
Of  flones  and  cinders  rattling  up  the  air : 
Inftant  in  one  broad  burft  a  ftream  of  fire  540 

Red-iffumg,  floods  the  hemifphere  around. 
Nor  paufe  nor  reft  ;  again  the  mountain  groans, 
Amazing,  from  its  inmoft  caverns  fhook  j 
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Again  with  loud'ning  rage,  intenlely  fierce, 
Difgorges  pyramids  of  quivering  flame,  54.5 

Spire  after  fpire  enormous,  and  torn  rocks, 
Flung  out  in  thundering  ruins  to  the  fky. 

But  fee !  in  fecond  pangs  the  roaring  hill 
From  forth  its  depth  a  cloudy  pillar  fhoots, 
Gradual  and  vail,  in  one  afcending  trunk,  550 

Of  length  immenie,  heav'd  by  the  force  of  fire, 
On  its  own  bale  direct,  aloft  in  air, 
Beyond  the  fparing  eagle's  lunward  flight. 
Still  as  it  fwells,  "thro?  all  the  dark  extent, 
;With  wonder  feen,  ten  thoufand  lightnings  play       555 
In  flafh'd  vibrations,  and  from  height  to  height 
Inceffant  thunders  roar.    No  longer  now 
Protruded  by  th'  explofive  breath  below, 
At  once  the  fhadowy  fummit  breaks  away 
To  all  fides  round,  in  billows  broad  and  bktck,         560 
As  of  a  turbid  ocean  ftirr'd  by  winds, 
A  vap'ry  deluge  hiding  earth  and  heav'n. 

Thus  all  day  long ;  and  now  the  beamlefs  fun 
Sets  as  in  blood:  a  dreadful  paufe  enfues, 
Deceitful  calm,  portending  fiercer  ftorm.  565 

Sad  night  at  once,  with  all  her  deep-dy'd  (hades 
Falls  back  and  boundlefs  o'er  the  fcene :  fuipenfe 
And  terror  rule  the  hour.    Behold !  from  far, 
Imploring  Heav'n  with  iupplicating  hands 
And  ftreaming  eyes,  in  mute  amazement  fix'd,         570 
Yon'  peopled  city  itands,  each  fadden'd  face 
Tum'd  t'wards  the  hill  of  fear}  and,  hark!  once  more 
The  rifmg  tempeft  makes  its  founding  vaults, 
Now  faint  in  diflant  murmurs,  now  more  near 
Rebounding  horrible,  with  all  the  roar  -       575 

Of  winds  and  leas,  or  engines  big  with  death, 
That,  planted  by  the  murd'rous  hand  of  War 
To  fhake  the  round  of  fome  pi'oud  capital, 
At  once  difploded,  in  one  burfting  peal 
Their  mortal  thunders  mix.  Along  the  fky,  580 

From  eaft  to  fouth,  a  ruddy  hill  ot  fmoke 
Extends  its  ridge,  with  difinal  light  inflamed: 
Mean-while  the  fluid  kike  that  works  below, 
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Bitumen,  fulphur,  fglt,  and  iron  {'cum, 
Heaves  up  its  boiling  tide  :  the  iab'ring  mount         585 
Is  torn  with  agonizing  throes — at  once, 
Forth  from  its  fide  diiparteci,  blazing  pours 
A  mighty  river,  burning  in  prone  waves, 
That  glimmer  thro'  the  night  to  yonder  plain : 
Divided  there,  a  hundred  torrents  ftream,  590 

Each  ploughing  up  its  bed,  roll  dreadful  on, 
Refiftfeis:  villages,  and  woods,  and  rocks, 
Fail  flat  before  their  {weep.    The  region  round, 
Where  myrtle -walks  and  groves  'of  golden  fruit 
Role  fair,  where  harvcft  wav'd  in  all  its  pride,         595 
And  where  the  vineyard  fpread  her  purple  ftore, 
Maturing  into  nectar,  now  defpoil'd 
Of  herb,  leaf,  fruit,  and  flow'r,  from  end  to  end 
Lies  bury'd  under  fire,  a  glowing  fea ! 

Thus  roaming  with  adventurous  wing  the  globe,  600 
From  fce-ne  to  fcene  excurfive,  I  behold 
In  all  her  workings,  beauteous,  great,  or  new, 
Fair  Nature,  and  in  all  with  wonder  trace 
The  fbv'reign  Maker,  firft,  fupreme,  and  beft, 
Who  actuates  the  whole  5  at  whofe  command,  605 

O  >eclient,  fire  and  flood  tremendous  rile, 
His  minifters  of  veangeance,  to  reprove 
And  fccurge  the  nations.  Holy  are  his  ways, 
His  works  unmimber'd,  and  to  all  proclaim 
UnfathcnVd  wiidom,  goodnefs  unconfin'd .  610 

CANTO  II. 

F/NDLESS  the  wonders  of  creating  pow'r 

On  earth,  but  chief  on  high  thro'  heav'n  xTifplay'd : 

Th:re  mines  the  full  magnificence  unveil'd 

Of  Majefty  divine :  refulgent  there 

Ten  thoui'and  funs  blaze  forth,  with  each  his  train      5 

Of  worlds  dependent,  all  beneath  the  eye 

And  equal  rule  of  one  eternal  Lord. 

To  thole  bright  climes,  awak'ning  all  her  pow'rs, 

And  fpreading  her  unbounded  wing,  the  Mule 

Attending  foars  on  thro'  the  fluid  {pace,  10 

The  buoyant  atmofphere,  whole  vivid  breath, 
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Soul  of  all  fublunary  life,  pervu-l  i> 

The  realms  of  Nature,  to  her  inmoll  depths 

Diffused  with  quickening  energy.     Now  ftijl, 

prom  pole  to  pole  th'aerial  ocean  fleeps,  1 5 

One  limpid  vacancy ;  now  rous'd  to  rage 

By  b  hi  ft 'ring  meteors,  wind,  hail,  rain,  or  cloud, 

With  thund'rous  fury  charged,  its  billows  rile, 

And  (hake  the  nether  orb.     Still  as  I  mount, 

A  path  the  vulture's  eye  hath  not  obierv'd,  zp 

Nor  foot  of  eagle  trod,  th1  ethereal  fphere 

Receding  flies  approach,  its  circling  arch 

Alike  remote,  tranflucent,  and  ferene: 

Glorious  expaniion!  by  th'  Almighty  fpread. 

Whole  limits  who  hath  icen !  or  who  with  him  35 

Hath  walked  tlie  iim-pavM  circuit  from  old  time, 

And  vifiteci  the  holt  of  heav'n  around! 

Gleaming  a  borrowed  light,  from  whence  how  fmall 
The  fpeck  of  earth,  and  dim  air  circumfusM! 
^Mutable  region,  vex'd  with  hourly  change.  30 

But  here  unruffled  Cajm  her  even  reign 
Maintains  eternal}  here  the  lord  of  day, 
The  neighboring  Sun,  mines  out  in  all  his  ftrength, 
Noon  without  night.     Attracted  by  his  beam 
I  thither  bend  my  flight,  tracing  the  fource  3  5 

Where  morning  fprings  5  whence  herinnum'rous  ftream^s 
Flow  lucid  forth,  and  roll  thro"1  tracklefs  ways 
Their  white  waves  o'er  the  fky.     The  fountain  orb, 
Dilating  as  I  rile,  beyond  the  ken 
Qf  mortal  eye,  to  which  earth,  ocean,  air,  40 

Are  but  a  central  point,  expands  immenlej 
A  fhorelefs  iea  of  fluctuating  fire, 
That  deluges  all  ether  with  its  tide. 
What  pow'r  is  that  which  to  its  circle  bounds 
The  violence  of  flame !  in  rapid  whirls  45 

Conflicting,  floods  with  floods,  as  if  to  leave 
Their  place,  and,  burfting,  overwhelm  the  world 
Motion  incredible !  to  which  the  rage 
Of  oceans,  when  whole  winter  blows  at  once 
In  hurricane,  is  peace.     But  who  fhall  tell  50 

radiance  beyond  meafure  on  the  fun 
£ 
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PourM  out  tranfcendent !  thoi'e  keen-flafhing  rays 

Thrown  round  his  ftate,  and  to  yon""  worlds  afar 

Supplying  clays  and  fealbns,  life  and  joy! 

Such  virtue  he,  the  Majefty  of  heav'n,  55 ! 

Brightnefs  original !  all-bounteous  king ! 

Hath  to  his  creature  lent,  and  crownM  his  fphere 

With  matchlefs  glory.     Yet  not  all  alike 

Refplendent :  in  theie  liquid  regions  pure, 

Thick  mifts,  condenfing,  darken  into  fpots,  60 

And  dim  the  day ;  whence  that  malignant  light, 

When  Cseiar  bled,  which  fadden'd  all  the  year 

With  long  eclipfe.     Some  at  the  centre  rile 

In  fhady  circles,  like  the  moon  beheld 

From  earth,  when  fhe  her  unenlightened  face          .     65 

Turns  thitherward  opaque ;  a  fpace  they  brood 

In^ccngregated  clouds,  then  breaking  float 

To  all  fides  round :  dilated  ibme  and  denie, 

Broad  as  earth's  furface  each,  by  flow  degrees 

Spread  from  the  confines  of  the  li*.ht  along,  70 

Uiurping  half  the  Iphere,  and  fvvimobfcure 

XDn  to  its  adverie  coaft,  till  there  they  fet, 

Or  vanifh  fcatter'd,  meas'ring  thus  the  time 

That  round  its  axle  whirls  the  radiant  orb. 

Fari  eft  of  beings!  firft- created  Light!  75 

Prime  cauie  of  .beauty !  for  from  thee  alone 
The  fparkling  gem,  the  vegetable  race, 
The  nobler  worlds  that  live  and  breathe,  their  charms, 
The  lovely  hues  peculiar  to  each  tribe, 
From  thy  tuifailing  fource  of  fplendour  draw !  80 

In  thy  pure  thine  with  traniport  I  iurvey 
This  firmament,  and  theie  her  rolling  worlds, 
Their  magnitudes  and  motions ;  thofe  how  vaft! 
JHbw  rapid  theie!  with  iwiftneis  unconceiv'd, 
From  weft  to  eaft  in  Iblemn  pcmp  revolv'd,  85 

Unerring,  undifturb'd,  the  iun's  bright  train, 
Progreflive  thro"1  the  fky's  light  fluent  borne 
Around  their  centre.     Mercury  the  firft, 
Near  bordering  on  the  day,  with  fpeedy  wheel 
Flies  Iwifteft  on,  inflaming  where  he  conies,  90 

With  ieveniold  iplendour,  all  his  azure  road. 
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Next  Venus  to  the  weftward  of  the  fun, 
Full  orb'd  her  face,  a  golden  plain  of  light, 
Circles  her  larger  round .     Fair  morning  ftar ! 
That  leads  on  dawning  day  to  yonder  world,  9  5 

The  feat  of  man,  hung  in  the  heav'ns  remote, 
Whole  northern  hemiiphere,  defcending,  lees 
The  fun  arife,  as  thro1  the  zodiac  roll'd ; 
Full  in  the  middle  path  oblique  me  winds 
Her  annual  orb  5  and  by  her  fide  the  Moon,  100 

Companion  of  her  flight,  whofe  foiemn  beams, 
Nocturnal,  to  her  darkened  globe  fupply 
A  fo'fter  daylight,  whole  attractive  pow'r  , 

Swells  all  her  leas  and  oceans  into  tides, 
From  the  mid -deeps  o'erflowing  to  their  mores.         105 

Beyond  the  fphere  of  Mars,  in  diltant  fkies, 
Revolves  the  mighty  magnitude  of  Jove, 
With  kingly  ftate,  the  rival  of  the  fun  j 
About  him  round  four  planetary  moons, 
On  earth  with  wonder  all  night  long  beheld,  1 1  o 

Moon  above  moon,  his  fair  attendants,  dance. 
Thele  in  th'  horizon  flow  afccnding  climb 
The  fteep  of  heav'n,  and,  mingling  in  fort  flow 
Their  filver  radiance,  brighten  as  they  rife. 
Thofe  oppofite  roll  downward  from  their  noon        1 1  ^ 
To  where  the  made  of  Jove,  out-ftrech'd  in  length 
A  dufky  cone  immenfe,  darkens  the  fky 
Thro'  many  a  region.     To  thefe  bounds  arrivM, 
A  gradual  pale  creeps  dim  o'er  each  fad  orb, 
Fading  their  luftre,  till  they  fink  involv'd  1 20 

In  total  night,  and  difappear  eclips'd. 
By  this  the  fage  who,  ftudious  of  the  fkies, 
Heedful  explores  thefe  late-diicover'd  worlds, 
By  this  obierv'd  the  rapid  progre is  finds 
Of  light  itfelf;  how  fwift  the  headlong  ray  125 

Shoots  from  the  fun's  height  thro'  unbounded  fpace, 
At  once  enlight'ning  air,  and  earth,  and  heav'n. 

Laft  utmoft  Saturn  walks  his  frontier  round, 
The  boundary  of  worlds,  with  his  pale  moons 
Faint-glimm'ring  thro'  the  darknefs  Night  has  thrown, 
Deep-dy'd  and  dead  o'er  this  chill  globe  forlorn  j    131 
E  z 
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An  endlel's  delert,  where  extreme  of  cold 

Eternal  fits,  as  in  his  native  leat, 

On  wintry  hills,  of  never-thawing  ice ! 

Such  Saturn's  earth;  and  yet  ev'n  here  the  light       135 

Amid  thele  doleful  icenes  new  matter  finds 

Of  wonder  and  delight!  a  mighty  ring, 

On  each  fide  riling  from  th'  horizon's  verge, 

Sdf-poisvd  in  air,  with  its  bright  circle  round 

Encompaffeth  his  orb.     As  night  comes  on  140 

Saturn's  broad  fhade,  caft  on  its  eaftern  arch, 

Climbs  (lowly  to  its  height,  and  at  th'  approach  ! 

Of  morn  returning,  with  like  ftealthy  pace, 

Draws  weftward  off,  till  thro'  the  lucid  round 

In  diftant  viewth'  illumin'd  fkies.are  feen.  145 

Beauteous  appearance ;  by  th'  Almighty's  hand 
Peculiar  fafliion'd. — Thine  thele  noble  works, 
Great  univerfal  Ruler!  earth  and  heav'n 
Are  thine,  fpontaneous  offspring  of  thy  will, 
Seen  with  tranfcendent  ravimment  lubiime,  150 

That  lifts  the  foul  to  thee  !  a  holy  joy,  • 
By  reaibn  prompted,  and  by  reaibn  Iwell'd 
Beyond  all  height — for  thou  art  infinite ! 
Thy  virtual  energy  the  frame  of  things 
Pervading  actuates  j  as  at  firft  thy  hand  155 

Diffus'd  thro'  endlefs  fpace  this  limpid  fky, 
Vaft  ocean  without  ftorm,  where  thele  huge  glebes 
Sail  undifturb'd,  a  rounding  voyage  each, 
Obfervant  all  of  one  unchanging  lav/. 
Simplicity  divine!  by  this  Ible  rule,  •    160 

The  Maker's  great  eftablimment,  thefe  worlds 
Revolve  hamionious,  world  attracting  world 
With  mutual  love,  and  to  their  central  fun 
All  gravitating;  now  with  quicken'd  pace 
Defcending  t'ward  the  primal  orb,  and  now  165 

Receding  flow,  excurfive  from  his  bounds. 

This  ipring  of  motion,  this  hid  pow'r  infus'd 
Thro'  univerfal  nature,  firft  was  known 
To  thee,  great  Newton!  Britain's jufteft  pride, 
The  boaft  of  human  race,  whofe  tow'ring  thought,    170 
In  her  amazing  progref*  unconfin'd, 
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From  truth  to  truth  afcendins1,  gairTd  the  height 
Of  fcience,  whither  mankind  from  afar 
Gaze  up  aftonifiVd.     Now  beyond  that  height, 
By  death  from  frail  mortality  fet  free,  175 

A  pure  intelligence  he  wings  his  way 
Thro1  wondrous  fcenes,  new-open'd  in  the  world 
Invifible,  amid  the  general  choir 
Of  faints  and  angels,  rapt  with  joy  divine, 
Which  fills,  overflows,  and  raviflies,  the  foul !  1 80 

His  mind's  clear  vifion  from  all  darknefs  purg'd, 
For  God  himfelf  fhines  forth  immediate  there, 
Thro'  thofe  eternal  climes,  the  frame  of  things, 
In  its  ideal  harmony,  to  him 

Stands  all  reveal'd. 185 

But  how  mail  mortal  wing 
Attempt  this  blue  profundity  of  h^av'n, 
Unfathomable,  endlefs  of  extent! 
Where  unknown  funs  to  unknown  fyftems  rife, 
Whofe  numbers  who  mail  teli?  ftupendous  hoftj     190 
Inflaming  millions  thro'  the  vacant  hung, 
Sun  beyond  fun,  and  world  to  world  unfeen, 
Meaturelefs  diftance,  unconceiv'd  by  thought! 
Awful  their  order ;  each  the  central  fire 
Of  his  furrourtcung  ftars,  whole  whirling  fpeed,        195 
Solemn  and  fifent,  thro'  the  pathlefs  void 
Nor  change  nor  error  knows.     But  their  ways 
By  Reafon,  bold  advent'rer,  unexplor'd, 
•Inftru&ed  can  declare !  What  fearch  mall  find 
Their  times  and  feaibns !  their  appointed  laws,         200 
Peculiar !  their  inhabitants  of  lite, 
And  of  intelligence,  from  fcale  to  fcale 
Harmonious  rifmg  and  in  fix'd  degree, 
•Numberlefs  orders,  each  refembling  each, 
Yet  all  diver ie  ! — Tremendous  depth  and  height      205 
Ofwifdom  and  of  pow'r,  that  this  great  whole 
Fram'd  inexpreflible,  and  ftill  preferves, 
An  infinite  of  wonders  ! — Thou  !  lupreme, 
Firft  independent  Caufe,  whofe  preience  fills 
Nature's  vaft  circle,  and  whofe  pleafure  mo  /es,         210 
Father  of  human-kind  !  the  Mule's  wing 
E3 
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Suilaining  guide,  while  to  the  heights  of  heav'rt 
Roaming  th1  interminable*  valt  of  fpace, 
She  riles,  tracing  thy  almighty  hand 
In  its  dread  operations.     Where  is  now  2I5 

The  leat  of  mankind,  earth  ?  where  her  gre.at  fcenes 
Of  wars  arid  triumphs  ?  empires  f  airTd  of  old, 
Aflyrian,  Roman  ?  or  of  later  name, 
Peruvian,  Mexican,  in  that  new  world, 
Beyond  the  wide  Atlantic,  late  cliiclos'd?  220 

Where  is  their  place  ? — Let  proud  Ambition  paufe, 
'And  ficken  at  the  vanity  that  prompts 
His  little  deeds : — with  earth,  thofe  nearer  orbs, 
Surrounding  planets,  late  fo  glorious  leen, 
And  each  a  world,  are  now  for  fight  too  fmall,         225 
Are  almoft  loft  to  thought.    The  fun  himlelf, 
Ocean  of  flame,  but  twinkles  from  afar, 
A  glimmering  ftar  amid  the  train  of  night ! 
While  iii  thele  deep  abyfles  of  the  iky, 
Spaces  incornprehenfible,  new  iiins,  230 

Crown'd  with  unborrow'd  beams,  illuftricus  fliine  j 
Arclurus  here,  and  here  the  Pleiades, 
Amid  the  northern  holt;  nor  with  lei's  ftate,         . 
At  liuileis  dillancc,  huge  Orion's  orbs, 
Each  in  his  Iphere  refulgent,  and  the  noon  235 

Of  Syrius,  burning  tnro1  the  Ibuth  of  heav'n. 

Myriads  beyond,  with  blended  rays,  inflame 
The  Milky  Way,  whole  ftream  of  vivid  light, 
Pour'd  from  innumerable  fountains  round, 
Flows  trembling,  wave  on  wave,  from  fun  to  fun,    240 
And  whitens  the  long  path  to  heav'n's  extreme  j 
DiftinguifhM  traft !  but  as  with  upward  flight 
Soaring  I  gain  tlr  immeniiirable  lleep, 
Contiguous  ftars,  in  bright  profufion  fown 
Thro1  thefe  wide  fields,  all  broaden  into  funs,  245 

Amazing,  levered  each  by  gulfs  of  air, 
In  circuit  ample  as  thefolar  heav'ns. 

From  this  dread  eminence,  where  endlefs  day, 
Day  without  cloud  abides,  alone,  and  fill'd 

With  holy  horror,  trembling  I  liirvey  250 

JAOW  downward  thd'o'  the  imiverfal  fphere 
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Already  paft :  now  xip  to  th'  heights  untry'd, 
And  of  th'  enlarging  profpeft  find  no  bound! 
About  me  on  each  hand  new  wonders  rife 
In  long  fucceffion;  here  pure  fcenes  of  light  255 

Dazzling  the  view,  here  namelefs  worlds  afar, 
Yet  undifcover'd ;  there  a  dying  fun 
Grown  dim  with  age,  whole  orb  of  flame  extinct, 
Incredible  to  tell !  thick  vap'ry  mifts 
"From  ev'ry  more  exhaling,  mix  obfcure  260 

Innumerable  clouds,  difpreadingflow, 
And  deepening  made  oivfhade,  till  the  faint  globe, 
Mournful  of  alpect,  calls  in  all  his  beams  : 
Millions  of  lives,  that  live  but  in  his  light, 
With  horror  fee,  from  diftant  Inheres  around,  265 

Theiburce  of  day  expire,  and  all  his  worlds 
At  once  involv'd  in  everlafting  night  ! 

Such  this  dread  revomtion  :  heav'n  itielf, 
Subject  to  change,  fo  feels  the  wafte  of  years  : 
So  this  cerulean  round,  the  work  divine  270 

Of  God's  own  hand,  mall  fade,  and  empty  night 
Reign  Iblitary,  where  thefe  ftars  now  roll 
From  weft  to  eaft  their  periods  ;  where  the  train 
Of  comets  wander  their  eccentric  ways, 
With  infinite  excuriion,  thro'  th'  immenle  275 

Of  ether,  traveriing  from  fky  to  fky 
Ten  thouiand  regions  in  their  winding  road, 
Whole  length  to  trace  imagination  fails  ! 
Various  their  paths,  without  refiftance  all 
Thro'  thefe  free  fpaces  borne  ;  of  various  face,        280 
Enkindled  this  with  beams  of  angry  light, 
Shot  circling  from  its  orb  in  fanguine  mowers  j 
That  thro'  the  (hade  of  night,  projecting  huge, 
In  horrid  trail,  a  fpire  of  dufky  flame, 
Embody 'd  mifts  and  vapours,  whole  fir'd  mafs          285 
Keen  vibrates,  ftreaming  a  red  length  of  air, 
While  diftant  orbs  with  wonder  and  amaze 
Mark  its  approach,  and  night  by  night,  alarm'd, 
Its  dreaded  progrefs,  watch,  as  of  a  foe 
Whole  march  is  ever  fatal,  in  whole  train  29* 

Famine,  and  War,  and  ddblating  Plague, 
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Each  on  his  pale  horfc  rides,  the  minifters 
Of  angry  Heav'n,  to  fcourge  offending  worlds  ! 

But,  lo  !  where  one  from  ibme  far  world  retum'd, 
Shines  out  with  fudden  glare  thro1  yonder  fky,          295 
Region  of  darknefs,  where  a  fun's  loft  globe, 
Deep-overwhelm'd  with  night,  extinguifh'd  lies, 
By  Ibme  hid  pow'r  attracted  from  his  path, 
Fearful  commotion  !  into  that  dufk  traft, 
The  devious  comet,  fteep  defcending  falls  300 

With  all  his  flames,  rekindling  into  life 
TV  exhaufted  orb  ;  and  Iwift  a  flood  of  light 
Breaks  forth  diffufive  thro'  the  gloom,  and  fpreads 
In 'orient  ftreams  to  his  fair  train  afar 
Of  moving  fires,  from  night's  dominion  won,  305 

And  wond'ring  at  the  morn's  unhop''d  return. 

In  ft  ill  amazement  loft  th'  awaken'd  mind 
Contemplates  this  great  view,  a  iim  reftor'd 
With  all  his  worlds  !  while  thus  at  large  her  flight 
Ranges  thefe  untrac'd  fcenes,  progreflive  borne          310 
Far  thro'  ethereal  ground,  the  boundlefs  walk 
Of  fpirits,  daily  travellers  from  heav'n, 
Who  pafs  the  myftic  gulf to  journey  here, 
Searching  th'  almighty  Maker  in  his  works 
From  worlds  to  worlds,  and  in  triumphant  choir      3 1 5 
Of  voice  and  harp  extolling  his  high  praiie. 

Immortal  natures  !  cloth'd  with  brightnefs  round 
Empyreal  from  the  fource  of  light  effus'd, 
More  orient  than  the  noon-day's  ftainlefs  beam  j 
Their  will  unerring,  their  affeftions  pure,  320 

And  glowing  fervent  warmth  of  love  divine, 
Whole  object  God  alone  5  for  all  things  elfe, 
Created  beauty,  and  created  good, 
Illufive  all,  can  charm  the  foul  no  more  : 
Sublime  their  intellect,  and  without  fpot,       ...    v      325 
Enlarg'd  to  draw  truth's  endlefs  proipecl  in, 
Ineffable,  eternity  and  time  j 
The  train  of  beings,  all  by  gradual  fcale 
Dei'cending,  iumlefs  orders  and  degrees  ; 
Th'  unfounded  depth,  which  mortals  dare  not  try,    3,30 
Of  God's  perfections  5  how  thele  heav'ns  firft  fprung 
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From  unprolific  night ;  how  mov'd  and  rul'd 
In  number,  weight,  and  meaiure  ;  what  hid  laws, 
Inexplicable,  guide  the  moral  world . 

Active  as  flame,  with  prompt  obedience  all  335 

The  will  of  Heav'n  fulfil :  ibme  his  fierce  wrath 
Bear  thro1  the  nations,  peftilence  and  war; 
His  copious  goodnefs  ibme,  life,  light,  and  blifs, 
To  thousands  :  ibme  the  fate  of  empires  rule, 
Commiffion'd,  fhek'ring  with  their  guardian  wings 
The  pious  monarch  and.  the  legal  throne.  341 

Nor  is  the  ibv'reign  nor  th'  illuftrious  great 
Alone  their  care  :  to  ev'ry  lefs'ning  rank 
Of  worth  propitious,  theie  bleisM  minds  embrace 
With  univerial  love  the  jtift  and  good,  345 

Wherever  found  ;  unpriz'd,  perhaps  unknown, 
Deprefs'd  by  fortune,  and  with  hate  puriu'd, 
Or  iniiilt  from  the  proud  oppreflbr's  brow, 
Yet  dear  to  Heav'n,  and  meriting  the  watch 
Of  angels  o'er  his  unambitious  walk,  3  50 

At  morn  or  eve,  when  Nature's  faireil  face, 
Calmly  magnificent,  inipires  the  ibul 
W'ith  virtuous  raptures,  prompting  tojforfake. 
The  fin-born  vanities  and  low  puriuits 
That  bufy  human-kind  ;  to  view  their  ways  355 

With  pity  $  to  repay  for  numerous  wrongs 
Meeknefs  and  chanty  :  or  rais'd  aloft, 
Fir'd  with  ethereal  ardour  to  iiirvey 
The  circuit  of  creation,  all  theie  iuns 
With  all  their  worlds  :   and  ftill  from  height  to  height, 
By  things  created  rifing,  laft  aicend  361 

To  that  First  Cauie  who  made,  who  governs,  all, 
Fountain  of  being,  felf-exiftent  Pow'r, 
All-wife,  all-sfootl,  who  from  eternal  age 
Endures  and  fills  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  j  365 

That  infinite  diffufion,  where  the  mind 
Conceives  no  limits  :  undiftinguiih'd  void, 
Invariable,  where  no  landmarks  are, 
No  paths  to  guide  imagination's  flight.  369 
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PREFACE. 

THE  following  Poem  was  originally  intended  for  the 
ftage,  and  planned  out,  feveral  years  ago,  into  a 
regular  tragedy ;  but  the  Author  found  it  neceffary  to 
change  his  firft  defign,  and  to  give  his  work  the  form 
It  now  appears  in,  for  reafons  with  whicli  it  might  be 
impertinent  to  trouble  the  public;  though,  to  a  man  who 
thinks  and  feels  in  a  certain  manner,  thoie  reafons  were 
invincibly  ftrong. 

As  the  fcene  of  the  piece  is  laidinthemoft  remote  and 
unfrequented  of  all  the  Hebrides,  or  Weftem  Ifles,  that 
furround  one  part  of  Great  Britain,  it  may  not  be  im 
proper  to  inform  the  reader  that  he  will  find  a  particu 
lar  account  of  it  in  a  little  treatife,  published  near  half  a 
century  ago,  under  the  title  of 'A  Voyage  to  St.  Kilda.7 
The  Author,  who  had  himfeif  been  upon  the  ipot,  de- 
fcribes,  at  length,  the  fituation,  extent,  and  produce,  of 
that  iblitary  ifland  :  fketches  out  the  natural  hiftoryof  the 
birds  of  feaibn  that  tranfmigrate  thither  annually,  and  re 
lates  the  fmgular  rruftoms  that  ftill  prevailed  among  the 
inhabitants  ;  a  race  of  people  then  the  moft  uncorrupted 
in  their  manners,  and  therefore  the  leaft  unhappy  in 
their  lives,  of  any  perhaps  on  the  face  of  the  whole 
earth  ;  to  whom  might  have  been  applied  what  an  an 
cient  hiftorian  fays  of  certain  barbarous  nations,  when 
he  compares  them  with  their  more  civilized  neighbours,  . 
Plus  <valuit  apud  has  ignorantia  <vitiorumt  quam  apud 
Graf os  omnia  philofopkorumpr&cepta. 

They  live  together  as  in  the  greateft  fimplicity  of 
heart,  fb  in  the  moft  inviolable  harmony  and  union  of 
fentiments.  They  have  neither  iilver  nor  gold,  but 
barter  among  themfelves  for  the  few  neceffaries  they 
may  reciprocally  want.  To  ftrangers  they  are  ex 
tremely  hofpitable,  and  no  lefs  charitable  to  their  own 
poor,  for  whole  relief  each  family  in  the  ifland  contri 
butes  its  mare  monthly,  and  at  every  feftival  fends 
them  befides  a  portion  of  mutton  or  beef.  Both  fexes 

have 
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have  a.  genius  to  poetry,  and  compoie  not  only  longs 
but  pieces  of  a  more  elevated  turn,  in  their  own  lan 
guage,  which  is  very  emphatical.  One  of  thole  iflan- 
ders  having  been  prevailed  with  to  vifit  rhe  greateft 
trading  town  in  North  Britain,  was  infinitely  aftonifh- 
ed  at  the  length  of  the  voyage,  and  at  the  mighty 
kingdoms,  for  fuch  he  reckoned  the  larger  ifles,  by 
which  they  failed.  He  would  not  venture  himielf  into 
the  ftreets  of  that  city  without  being  led  by  the  hand. 
At  fight  of  the  great  church,  he  owned  that  it  was  in 
deed  a  lofty  rock,  but  infifted  that,  in  his  native  coun 
try  of  St.  Kilda,  there  were  others  ftill  higher,  how 
ever  the  caverns  formed  in  it  (Ib  he  named  the  pillars 
and  arches  on  which  it  is  railed)  were  hollowed,  *»  he 
laid,  more  commodioufly  than  any  he  had  ever  fecn 
there.  At  the  make  occafioned  in  the  fteeple,  and  the 
horrible  din  that  founded  in  his  ears  upon  tolling  out 
the  great  bells,  he  appeared  under  the  utmoft  corifter- 
nation,  believing  the  frame  of  nature  was  falling  to 
pieces  about  him.  He  thought  the  peribns  who  wore 
malks,  not  diftinguilhing  whether  they  were  men  or 
women,  had  been  guilty  of  fome  ill  thing,  for  which 
they  did  not  dare  to  mew  their  faces.  The  beauty  and 
ftatelinefs  of  the  trees  which  he  law  .then  for  the  firft 
time,  as  in  his  own  ifland  there  grows  not  a  ihrub, 
equally  turpriled  and  delighted  him  j  but  he  observed, 
with  a  kind  of  terror,  that  as  he  pafled  among  their 
branches  they  pulled  him  back  again.  He  had  been 
perfuaded  to  drink  a  pretty  large  dole  of  ftrong  waters, 
and,  upon  finding  himlelf  drowfy  after  it,  and  ready 
to  fail  into  a  (lumber,  which  he  fancied  was  to  be  his 
laft,  he  exprefled  to  his  companions  the  great  fat  is  fac 
tion  he  felt  in  fo  ealy  a  paffageout  of  this  world ;  "  for,'r 
laid  he,  "  it  is  attended  with  no  kind  of  pain." 

Among  luch  Ibrt  of  men  it  was  that  Aurelius  fought 
refuge  from  the  violence  and  cruelty  of  his  enemies. 

The  time  appears  to  have  been  towards  the  latter 
part  of  the  reign  of  King  Charles  II.  when  thole  who 
governed  Scotland  under'him,  with  no  lefs  cruelty  than 

impolicy, 
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impolicy,  made  the  people  of  that  country  defperate, 
and  then  plundered,  impriibned,  or  butchered  them, 
for  the  natural  effects  of  iuch  defpair.  The  beft  and 
worthieft  men  were  oft'  the  objects  of  their  moft  unre 
lenting  fury.  Under  the  title  of  Fanatics,  or  ieditious, 
they  affected  to  herd,  and  of  courie  penecuted  who 
ever  wifhecl  well  to  his  country,  or  ventured  to  Hand 
up  in  defence  of  the  laws  and  a  legal  government.  I 
have  now  in  my  hands  the  copy  of  a  warrant  iigned  by 
King  Charles  himlelf,  for  military  execution  upon 
them  without  procefs  or  conviction  ;  and  I  know  that 
the  original  is  ftill  kept  in  the  Secretary's  office  for  that 
part  of  the  united  kingdom.  Thus  much  I  thought 
it  necefiary  to  fay,  that  the  reader  may  not  be  mined 
to  look  upon  the  relation  given  by  Aurelius,  in  the  fe- 
cond  Canto,  as  drawn  from  the  wantonnefs  of  imagina 
tion,  when  it  hardly  arifes  to  ftrict  hiftorical  truth. 

What  reception  this  Poem  may  meet  with  the  Au 
thor  cannot  forefee  j  and  in  his  humble,  but  happy  re 
tirement,  he  needs  not  be  over  anxious  to  know.  He 
has  endeavoured  to  make  it  one  regular  and  confiftent 
whole  j  to  be  true  to  Nature  in  his  thoughts,  and  to 
the  genius  of  the  language  in  his  manner  of  exprefTmg 
them.  If  he  has  mcceeded  in-thefe  points,  but,  above 
all,  in  effectually  touching  the  paffions,  which  as  it  is 
the  genuine  province,  ib  is  it  the  great  triumph  of 
poetiy,  the  candour  of  his  more  diicerning  readers  will 
readily  overlook  miftakes  or  failures  in  things  of  lefs 
importance. 
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O  R, 

THE    HERMIT. 

IN  THREE  CANTOS. 

Addreffcd  to  tie  Earl  of  Cbejierfeld. 
T  O   MRS.  MALLET. 

J.  HOU 'faithful  partner  of  a  heart  thy  nun, 
Whofe  pain  or  pltafure  fprings  from  thine  alone ; 
llwu,  true  as  honour,  as  compajfion  kind, 
That  infweet  union  harmonize  thy  mind ; 
Here,  while  thy  eyes  for  fad  Amyntor*s  woe,  5 

And  Theodora's  wreck,  with  tears  overflow, 
O  may  thy  friend's  warm  wijh,  to  Heav"n  preferred 
For  tbee,  for  him,  by  gracious  Heaven  be  beard ! 
So  her  fair  hour  of  fortune  Jhall  be  thine 
Unmix' d,  and  all  Amyntor^s  fondnefs  mine :  10 

So  thro''  long  'vernal  life,  with  blended  ray, 
Shall  Love  light  up  and  Friendjhip  clofe  our  day  j 
Till,  fummori'd  late  this  lower  heaven  to  leave, 
One  Jigh  Jhall  end  us,  and  one  earth  receive.  14. 

CANTO  I. 

FAR  in  the  wafry  wafte,  where  his  broad  wave 
From  world  to  world  the  vaft  Atlantic  rolls 
On  from  the  piny  mores  of  Labrador 
To  frozen  Thule  eaft,  her  airy  height 
Aloft  to  heav'n  remoteft  Kilda  lifts,  5 

Laft  of  the  fea-girt  Hebrides,  that  guard, 
In  filial  train,  Britannia's  parent  coaft. 
Thrice  happy  land  !  tho'  freezing  on  the  verge 
Of  Arftic  ikies,  yet  blamelefs  ftill  of  arts 
That  polifh  to  deprave  each  fofter  clime,  10 

With  fimple  nature,  fimple  virtue,  blefs'd, 
Beyond  Ambition's  walk,  where  never  War 
Uprear'd  his  fanguine  ftandard,  nor  unflieath'd, 
For  wealth  or  pow'r,  the  defolating  iword  -, 
Where  Luxury,  fbft  Syren,  who  around  1 5 

To  thouiand  nations  deals  her  neftar'd  cup 
Of  pleafmg  bane,  that  fooths  at  once  and  kills, 
Is  yet  a  name  unknown :  but  calm  Content, 
F 
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That  lives  to  reafon,  ancient  faith,  that  binds 
The  plain  community  of  guilelefs  hearts  20 

In  love  and  union,  innocence  of  ill 
Their  guardian  genius  $  thefe  the  pow'rs  that  rule 
This  little  world,  to  all  its  fons  fecure, 
Man's  happieft  life}  the  foul  ferene  and  found 
From  pafTion's  rage,  the  body  from  difeafe :  25 

Red  on  each  cheek  behold  the  rofe  of  health  j 
Firm  in  each  fmew  Vigour's  pliant  fpring, 
By  temp'rance  brac'd  to  peril  and  to  pain, 
Amid  the  floods  they  ftem,  or  on  the  fteep 
Of  upright  rocks  their  draining. fteps  furmont  30 

For  food  or  paftime :  thefe  light  up  their  morn, 
And  clofe  their  eve  in  {lumber  fweetly  deep, 
Beneath  the  north,  within  the  circling  fwell 
Of  Ocean's  raging  found :  but  laft  and  beft, 
What  Av'rice,  what  Ambition,  mail  not  know,        35 
True  Liberty  is  theirs,  the  heav'n-fent  gueft, 
Who  in  the  cave,  or  on  th'  unculter'd  wild, 
With  Independence  dwells  and  peace  of  mind, 
In  youth,  in  age,  their  fun  that  never  fets. 

Daughter  of  Heav'n  and  Nature,  deign  thy  aid,    40 
Spontaneous  Mufe !  O  whether  from  the  depth 
Of  ev'ning  foreft,  brown  with  broadeft  made, 
Or  from  the  brow  fublime  of  vernal  Alp 
As  morning  dawns,  or  from  the  vale  at  noon, 
By  fome  foft  ftream  that  Hides  with  liquid  foot          45 
Thro'  bow'ry  groves,  where  Infpiration  fits 
And  liftens  to  thy  lore,  aufpicious  come ! 
O'er  thefe  wild  waves,  o'er  this  unharbour'd  more, 
Thy  wing  high-hov'ring  Ipread,  and  to  the  gale, 
The  Boreal  fpirit  breathing  lib'ral  round  50 

From  echoing  hill  to  hill,  the  lyre  attune 
With  anfw'ring  cadence  free,  as  beft  befeems 
The  tragic  therne  my  plaintive  verfe  unfolds. 

Here  good  Aurelius — and  a  fcene  more  wild 
The  world  around,  or  deeper  folitude,  5  > 

Affliction  could  not  find — Aurelius  here, 
By  fate  unequal  and  the  crime  of  war 
l'd  his  native  home,  the  facred  vale 
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That  faw  him  blefs'd,  now  wretched  and  unknown. 
Wore  out  the  (low  remains  of  fetting  life  60 

In  bitternefs  of  thought,  and  with  the  furge, 
And  with  the  founding  ftorm,  his  murmur'd  moan 
Would  often  mix — Oft'  as  remembrance  fad 
Th'  unhappy  paft  recall'd,  a  faithful  wife, 
Whom  love  firft  choie,  whom  reaibn  long  endear'd,  65 
His  foul's  companion  and  his  fofter  friend, 
With  one  fair  daughter,  in  her  rofy  prime, 
Her  dawn  of  op'ning  charms,  defencelefs  left 
Within  a  tyrant's  grafp!  His  foe  profeis'd, 
By  civil  madnefs,  by  internp'rate  zeal  70 

For  differing  rites,  imbitter'd  into  hate, 
And  cruelty  remorfelefs !— Thus  he  liv'd, 
If  this  was  life,  to  load  the  blaft  with  lighs, 
Hung  o'er  its  edge,  to  fwell  the  flood  with  tears, 
At  midnight  hour ;  for  midnight  frequent  heard        75 
The  lonely  mourner,  defolate  of  heart, 
Pour  all  the  hufband,  all  the  father,  forth 
In  \mavailing  anguifh,  ftretch'd  along 
The  naked  beach,  or  fhiv'ring  on  the  cliff, 
Smote  with  the  wintry  pole  in  bitter  ftorm,  80 

Hail,  fnow,  and  ftiow'r  dark-drifting  round  his  head. 
Such  were  his  hours,  till  time,  the  wretch's  friend, 
Life's  great  phyfician,  fkill'd  alone  to.clofe, 
Where  forrow  long  has  wak'd,  the  weeping  eye, 
And  from  the  brain,  with  baleful  vapours  black,       85 
Each  fullen  fpeftre  chafe,  his  balm  at  length, 
Lenient  of  pain,  thro'  ev'ry  fever'd  pulfe 
With  gentleft  hand  infus'd.     A  penfive  calm 
Arofe,  but  unaflur'd  j  as  after  winds 
Of  ruffling  wing  the  lea  fubfiding  flow  90 

Still  trembles  from  the  ftorm.     Now  Reafon  firft 
Her  throne  refuming,  bid  Devotion  raife 
To  heav'n  his  eye,  and  thro'  the  turbid  mifts, 
By  fenfe  dark-drawn  between,  adoring  own 
Sole  arbiter  of  fate  one  Cauie  fupreme,  9  5 

All-juft,all-wife,  who  bids  what  ftill  is  beft 
In  cloud  or  iunfhine,  whole  fevereft  hand 
Wounds  but  to  heal,  and  chaftens  to  amend. 
F  a 
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Thus  in  his  boibm,  ev'ry  weak  excels, 
The  rage  of  grief,  the  fellneis  of  revenge*  100 

To  healthful  meafiire  tempered  and  reduc'd 
By  Virtue's  hand,  and  in  her  brightening  beam 
Each  error  clear"  d  away,  as  fen-born  fogs 
Before  th'  afcending  fun;  thro'  faith  he  lives 
Beyond  Time's  bounded  continent,  the  walks         105 
Of  Sin  and  Death  :  anticipating  heav'ri 
In  pious  hope,  he  feems  already  there, 
Safe  on  her  iacred  more,  and  fees  beyond, 
In  radiant  view,  the  world  of  light  and  love, 
Where  Peace  delights  to  dwell,  where  one  fair  morn 
Still  orient  fmiles,  and  one  diffufive  fpring,  in 

That  fears  no  ftorin,  and  mall  no  winter  know, 
Th'  immortal  year  empurples .     If  a  figh 
Yet  murmurs  from  his  bread,  'tis  for  the  pangs 
Thofe  deareft  names,  a  wife,  a  child,  mufl  feel,       115 
Still fufFring  in  his  fate;  'tis  for  a  foe 
Who,  deaf  himfelf  to  mercy,  may  of  Heav'n 
That  mercy,  when  moft  wanted,  afk  in  vain. 

The  lun,  now  ftation'd  with  the  lucid  Twins, 
O'er  ev'ry  fouthern  clime  had  pour'd  profufe  izo 

The  rofy  year,  and  in  each  pleafing  Ivue 
That  greens  the  leaf,  or  thro'  the  bloflbm  glows 
With  florid  light,  his  faireft  month  array'd ; 
While  Zephyr,  while  the  filver- footed  Dews, 
Her  foft  attendants,  wide  o'er  field  and  grove  125 

Frefh  fpirit  breathe,  and  med  perfuming  balm. 
Nor  here,  in  this  chill  region,  on  the  brow 
Of  Winter's  wafte  dominion,  is  unfelt 
The  ray  ethereal,  or  unhail'd  the  rile 
Of  her  mild  reign.  From  warbling  vale  and  hill,     130 
With  wild  thyme  flow'ring,  betony  and  balm, 
Blue  lavender  and  carmel's*  fpicy  root, 
Song,  fragrance,  health,  ambrofiate  ev'iy  breeze. 

But  high  above  the  feaibn  full  exerts 
Its  verdant  force  in  yonder  peopled  rocks,  135 

To  whofe  wild  folitude,  from  worlds  unknown, 

*  The  root  of  this  plant,  otherwife  «amed  argatilis  fylvaUcv  j,  is  aromatic, 
and  by  the  natives  reckoned  cordial  to  the  ftomr.cn.  See  MtrtltCi  ff'ejierfi 
flits  of  Scotland,  p.  i8». 
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The  birds  of  pafifage  tranlmigrating  come,    , 
Unn  umber 'd  colonies  of  foreign  wing, 
At  Nature's  fummons  their  aerial  ftate 
Annual  to  found,  and  in  bold  voyage  fteer  14.0 

O'er  this  wide  ocean,  thro'  yon'  pathlefs  iky, 
One  certain  flight  to  one  appointed  fhore, 
By  Heaven's  directive  fpirit  here  to  raiie 
Their  temporary  realm,  and  form  lecure, 
Where  food  awaits  them  copious  from  the  wave,    145 
And  fhelter  from  the  rock,  their  nuptial  leagues  j 
Each  tribe  apart,  and  all  on  talks  of  love, 
To  hatch  the  pregnant  egg,  to  rear  and  guard 
Their  helplefs  infants,  pioufly  intent. 

Led  by  the  day  abroad,  with  lonely  ftep,  1 50 

And  ruminating  fweet  and  bitter  thought, 
Aurelius,  from  the  weftern  bay,  his  eye 
Now  rais'd  to  this  amufive  i'cene  in  air, 
With  wonder  mark'd  j  now  call  with  level  ray 
Wide  o'er  the  moving  wildernefs  of  waves,  155 

From  pole  to  pole  through  boundlefaJpace  diffus'd, 
Magnificently  dreadful !  where  at  large 
Leviathan,  with  each  inferior  name 
Of  fea-born  kinds,  ten  thouiand  thoufand  tribes, 
Finds  endlefs  range  for  pafture  and  for  fport.  160 

Amaz'd  he  gazes,  and,  adoring,  owns 
The  Hand  almighty,  who  its  channel'd  bed 
Immeaiurable  iiink,  and  pour'd  abroad, 
Fenc'd  with  eternal  mounds,  the  fluid  fphere, 
With  ev'ry  wind  to  waft  large  Commerce  on,          165 
Join  pole  to  pole,  conlbciate  iever'd  worlds, 
And  link  in  bonds  of  intercourfe  and  love 
Earth's  univerial  family.     Now  role 
Sweet  ev'ning's  folemn  hour  :  the  fun  declined 
Hung  golden  o'er  this  nether  firmament,  *  1 70 

Whole  broad  cerulean  mirror,  calmly  bright, 
Gave  back  his  beamy  vifage  to  the  fky 
With  Iplendour  undiminifh'd,  and  each  cloud 
White,  azure,  purple,  glowing  round  his  throne 
In  fair  aerial  landscape.     Here,  alone,  175 

On  earth's  remoteft  verge  Aurelius  breathed 
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The  healthful  gale,  and  felt  the  Imiling  fcene 

With  awe-mix'd  plealiire  mufing  as  he  hung 

In  filence  o'er  the  billows  hufh'd  beneath  j 

When,  lo  !  a  found,  amid  the  wave-worn  rocks,    i8« 

Deaf-murm'ring  rofe,  and  plaintive  roll'd  along 

From  cliff  to  cavern,  as  the  breath  of  winds, 

At  twilight  hour,  remote  and  hollow  heard 

Thro1  wint'ry  pines,  high  waving  o'er  the  fteep, 

Of  Iky-crown'd  Apenine  :  the  fea-pie  ceas'd  1.85 

At  once  to  warble  ;  fcreaming  from  his  neft 

The  fulmar  ibar'd,  and  mot  a  weftward  flight 

From  more  to  lea :  on  came,  before  her  hour, 

Invading  Night,  and  hung  the  troubled  iky 

With  fearful  blacknefs  round*  :  fad  Ocean's  face  190 

A  curling  undulation  fhiv'iy  iwept 

From  wave  to  wave ;  and  now  impetuous  rofe 

Thick  cloud  and  ftorm,  and  ruin  on  his  wing, 

The  raging  South,  and  headlong  o'er  the  deep 

Fell  horrible,  with  broad-defcending  blaft..  195 

Aloft,  and  fafe  beneath  a  fhelt'ring  cliff, 

Whole  mofs-grown  iummit  on  the-  diftant  flood 

Projected  frowns,  Aurelius  flood  appall'd, 

His  ftunn'd  ear  fmote  with  all  the  thundering  main, 

His  eye  with  mountains  furging  to  the  liars,  200 

Commotion  infinite.     Where  yon'  laft  wave 

Blends  with  the  fky  its  foam,  amip  in  view 

Shoots  fudden  forth,  fteep  falling  from  the  clouds, 

Yet  diftant  feen  and  dim,  till  onward  borne, 

Before  the  blaft,  each  growing  fail  expands,  205 

Ea/6h  maft  alpires,  and  all  tn1  advancing  frame 

Bounds  on  his  eye  diftinc~l :  with  fharpen'd  ken 

Its  courfe  he  watches,  and  in  awful  thought 

That  Pow'r  invokes  whole  voice  the  wild  winds  hear, 

Whole  nod  the  furge  reveres,  to  look  from  heav'n, 

And  fave,  who  elfe  muft  perim,  wretched  men,       211 

In  this  dark  hour,  amid  the  dread  abyfs, 

With  fears  amaz'd,  by  horrors  compafs'd  round. 

But,  Oh!  ill-omen'd,  death -de  voted  heads  ! 

For  Death  beftrides  the  billow,  nor  your  own          215 

*  See  Martin's  Voyage  to  St.  Kilda,  p.  $8 
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Nor  others  ofter'd  vows  can  Hay  the  flight 
Of  inftant  fate.     And,  lo  !  his  fecret  feat, 
Where  never  run-beams  glimmer'd,  deep  amiclft 
A  cavern's  jaws  voraginous  and  vaft, 
The  ftormy  .Genius  of  the  deep  forfakes,  22® 

And  o'er  the  waves,  that  roar  beneath  his  frown, 
Afcending  baleful,  bids  the  tempeft  Ipread, 
Turbid  and  terrible  with  hail  and  rain, 
Its  blackeft  pinion,  pour  its  loud'ning  blafts 
In  whirlwind  forth,  and  from  their  loweil  depth      225 
Upturn  the  world  of  waters.     Round  and  round 
The  tortur'd  (hip,  at  his  imperious  call, 
Is  wheel'd  in  dizzy  whirl:  her  guiding  helm 
Breaks  fliort  j  her  mafts  in  crafhing  ruin  fall, 
And  each  rent  fail  flies  loofe  in  diitant  air.  230 

Now,  fearful  moment  !  o'er  the  founding  hull 
Half  ocean  heav'd,  in  one  broad  billowy  curve 
Steep  from  the  clouds  with  horrid  made  impends-  — 
Ah  !  fave  them  Heav'n  !  it  burfts  in  deluge  down 
With  boundlefs  undulation :  fhore  and  Iky  235 

Rebellow  to  the  roar,  at  once  ingulf  M, 
Veflel  and  crew  beneath  its  torrent  fweep 
Are  funk  to  rife  no  more.     Aurelius  wept ; 
The  tear  unbidden  dew'd  his  hoary  cheek : 
He  turn'd  his  ftep ;  he  fled  the  fatal  fcene,  240 

And  brooding  in  lad  illence,  o'er  the  fight 
To  him  alone  clifclos'd,  his  wounded  heart 
Pour'd  out  to  Heav'n  in  iighs  :  Thy  will  be  done, 
Not  mine,  fupreme  Difpoier  of  events  I 
But  death  demands  a  tear,  and  man  muft  feel  245 

For  human  woes :  the  reft  lubmifiion  checks. 
Not  diftant  far,  where  this  receding  bay* 
Looks  northward  on  the  pole,  a  rocky  arch 
Expands  its  ielf-pois'd  concave  ;  as  the  gate 
Ample,  and  broad,  and  pillar'd  mafly-proof,          250 
Of  fome  unfolding  temple :  on  its  height 
Is  heard  the  tread  of  daily-climbing  flocks, 
That  o'er  the  green  roof  Ipread  their  fragrant  food 
Untcnded  crop.     As  thro'  this  cavern'd  path, 

*  Set  Martin's  Voyage  ;o  st,  Kilda,  p.  act 
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Involved  in  penfive  thought,  Aurelius  pafs'd,          255 
Struck  with  lad  echoes  from  the  founding  vault 
Remurmur'd  mrill,  he  ftopp'd,  he  rais'd  his  head, 
And  f aw  th'  aiTembled  natives  in  a  ring, 
With  wonder  and  with  pity  bending  o'er  • 
A  mipwreck'd  man.     All  motionlefs  on  «arth         2,6 
He  lay :   the  living  luftre  from  his  eye, 
The  vermil  hue  extinguifh'd  from  his  cheek, 
And  in  their  place  on  each  chill  feature  fpread, 
The  fnadowy  cloud  and  ghaftlinefs  of  death 
With  pale  luffufion  fat.     So  looks  the  moon,  265 

So  faintly  wan,  thro1  hov'ring  mifts  at  eve, 
Grey  Autumn's  train.     Faft  from  his  hairs  diftill'd 
The  briny  wave,  and  clofe  within  his  grain 
Was  clench' d  a  broken  oar,  as  one  who  long 
Had  ftemm'd  the  flood  with  agonizing  breaft,  270 

And  ftruggled  ftrong  for  life.     Of  youthful  prime 
He  ieem'd,  and  built  by  Nature's  nobleft  hand, 
Where  bold  proportion  and  where  foft'ning  grace 
Mix'd  in  each  limb  and  harmoniz'd  his  frame. 

Aurelius  from  the  breathleis  clay  his  eye  275 

To  Heav'n,  imploring,  rais'd}  then,  for  he  knew 
That  life,  within  her  central  cell  retir'd, 
May  lurk  unfeen,  diminimM  but  not  quench'd, 
He  bid  tranfport  it  fpeedy  thro'  the  vale 
To  his  poor  cell,  that  lonely  ftocd  and  low,  280 

Safe  from  the  north,  beneath  a  doping  hillj 
An  antique  frame,  orbicular,  and  rais'd 
On  columns  rude  j  its  roof  with  rev'rend  mofs 
Light  fhaded  o'er  j  its  front  in  ivy  hid, 
That  mantling  crept  aloft.     With  pious  hand         285 
They  turn'd,  they  chaf 'd  his  frozen  limbs,  and  fum'd 
The  vap'ry  air  with  aromatic  fmells ; 
Then  drops  of  fov'reign  efficacy,  drawn 
From  mountain  plants,  within  his  lips  infus'd. 
Slow  from  the  mortal  trance,  as  men  from  dreams   290 
Of  direful  vifion,  mudd'ring  he  awakes, 
While  life  to  fcarce-felt  motion  faintly  lifts 
His  flutt'-ring  pulfe,  and  gradual  o'er  his  cheek 
The  rofy  cuft'ent  wins  its  refluent  way. 
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Recov'ring  to  new  pain,  his  eyes  he  turn'd  295 

Severe  on  Heaven,  on  the  {'unrounding  hills 
With  twilight  dim,  and  on  the  crowd  unknown, 

flblv'd.in  tears  around,  then  clos'd  again, 
As  loathing  light  and  lite.     At  length  in  founds 
Broken  and  eager,  from  his  heaving  breaft  300 

Diftrnc"lion  fpoke — "  Down,  down  with  ev'ry  fail! 
"  Mercy,  fweet  Heav'n ! — Ha!  now  whole  ocean  fweeps 
"  In  temped  o'er  our  heads — My  foul's  laft  hope! 
"  We  will  not  part — Help!  help!  yon'  wave,  behold! 
'*  That  fwells  betwixt  has  borne  her  from  my  fight. 
te  O  for  a  run  to  light  this  black  abyfs  !  306 

t(  Gone — loft-— for  ever  loft !"     He  ceas'd.    Amaze 
And  trembling  on  the  pale  afliftants  fell, 
Whom  now  with  greeting  and  the  words  of  peace 
Aurdius  bid  depart.     A  pauie  enfu'd,  310 

Mute,  mournful,  folemn,     On  the  ftranger's  face 
Obfervant,  anxious,  hxmg  his  fix'd  regard : 
Watchful,  his  ear,  each  murmur,  ev'ry  breath, 
Attentive  feiz'd ;  now  eager  to  begin 
Conlbling  fpeech :  now  doubtful  to  invade  3 1 5 

The  facred  filence  due  to  grief  fupreme  : 
Then  thus  at  laft;  "  O  from  devouring  feas 
t(  By  miracle  efcap'd!  if,  with  thy  life, 
"  Thy  fenfe,  retum'd,  can  yet  diicem  the  Handj 
<c  All-wonderful,  that  thro'  yon'  raging  lea,  320 

"  Yon'  whirling  welt  of  tempeft,  led  thee  late, 
"  That  Hand  divine  with  grateful  awe  confels, 
(c  With  proilrate  thanks  adore.     When  thou,  alas ! 
""  Waft  number'd  with  the  dead,  and  clos'd  within 
lf  Th'  unfathom'd  gulf}  when  human  hppe  was  fled, 
te  And  human  help  in  vain — th*  almighty  Voice      326 
« '  Then  bade  Deftru6lion  fpare,  and  bade  the  deep 
"  Yield  up  its  prey  j  that  by  his  mercy  lav'd, 
**  That  mercy,  thy  fair  life's  remaining  race, 
"  A  monument  of  wonder  as  of  love,  330 

"  May  juftify  to  all  the  fons  of  men, 
"  Thy  brethren,  ever  prefent  in  their  need. 

"  Such  praile  delights  him  moft -- 

**  He  heai's  me  not. 
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C{  Some  fecret  anguifh,  fome  tranlcendent  woe,       335 
"  Sits  heavy  on  his  heart,  and  from  his  eyes, 
"  Thro"1  the  clos'd  lids,  now  rolls  in  bitter  ftream ! 

"  Yet  fpeak  thy  foul,  affli&ed  as  thou  art  1 
t(  For  know,  by  mournful  privilege  'tis  mine, 
<l  My  felt"  moft  wretched,  and  in  Sorrow's  ways       34.0 
"  Severely  train'd,  to  fhare  in  ev'ry  pang 
"  The  wretched  feel,  to  iboth  the  fad  of  heart, 
"  To  number  tear  for  tear  and  groan  for  groan 
"  With  ev'ry  fon  and  daxighter  of  diftrefs. 
"  Speak  then,  and  give  thy  laboring  bofom  vent :  345 
ff  My  pity  is,  my  friendlhip  mail  be,  thine, 
"  To  calm  thy  pain,  and  guide  thy  virtue  back, 
"  Thro'  Reafon's  paths,  to  Happinefs  and  Heav'n/" 

The  Hermit  thus ;  and,  after  fome  fad  paufe 
Of  mufing  wonder,  thus  the  man  unknown.  350 

"  What  have  I  heard? — On  this  untravell'd  more, 
'*  Nature's  laft  limit,  hemmed  with  oceans  round 
((  Howling  and  harbourlefs,  beyond  all  faith 
<c  A  comforter  to  find,  whofe  language  wears 
*(  The  garb  of  civil  life$  a  friend  whole  breaft         355 
<l  The  gracious  meltings  of  fweet  pity  move ! 
41  Amazement  all !  my  grief  to  filence  -ehami'd 
*f  Is  loft  in  wonder — But,  thou  good  unknown! 
"  If  woes  for  ever  wedded  to  defpair, 
'*  That  wifh  no  cure,  are  thine,  behold  in  me          360 
'  *  A  meet  companion ;  one  whom  earth  and  heav  'a 
<l  Combine  to  curfe  j  whom  never  future  morn 
41  Shall  light  to  joy,  nor  ev'ning  with  repofe 
*'  Defcending  made — O,  fon  of  this  wild  world! 
<c  From  focial  converfe  tho'  for  everbarr'd,  365 

'*  Tho'  chill'd  with  endleis  winter  from  the  pole, 
"  Yet  warm'd  by  goodnefs,  form'd  to  tender  fenle 
(e  Of  human  woes  beyond  what  milder  cliines, 
"  By  fairer  fons  attemper'd,  courtly  boaft ; 
"  O  fay,  did  e'er  thy  breaft,  in  youthful  life,  370 

"  Touch'd  by  a  beam  from  beauty  all  divine, 
t(  Did  e'er  thy  boibm  her  fweet  influence  own, 
"  In  pleafmg  tumult  pour'd  thro'  ev'ry  vein, 
"  And  panting  at  the  heart,  when  firlt  our  eye 
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**  Receives  imprefnon  ?  then,  as  paflion  grew,         375 
"  Did  Heav"n  confenting  to  thy  wifh  indulge 
"  That  blifs  no  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pow'r  beftow, 
"  That  bliis  of  angels,  love  by  love  repaid  ? 
"  Heart  ftreaming  full  to  heart  in  mutual  flow 
"  Of  faith  and  friendfhip,  tendemefs  and  truth—    380 
"  If  thele  thy  fate  diftinguinVd,  thou  wilt  then, 
"  My  joys  conceiving,  image  my  defpair, 
"  How  total!  how  extreme!  for  this,  all  this, 
"  Late  my  fair  fortune,  wreck'd  on  yonder  flood, 
"  Lies  loft  and  bury'd  there — O,  awful  Heav'n !       385 
"  Who  to  the  wind  and  to  the  whelming  wave, 
•«  Her  blamelefs  head  devoted,  thou  alone 
"  Canft  tell  what  I  have  loft— O,  ill-ftarr'd  Maid ! 
*'  O,  moft  undone  Amy ntor  I" — Sighs  and  tears, 
And  heart-heaved  groans,  at  this  his  voice  fupprefs'd : 
v  The  reft  was  agony  and  dumb  defpair.  391 

Now  o'er  their  heads  damp  Night  her  ftormy  gloom 
Spread,  ere  the  glimmering  twilight  was  expired, 
With  huge  and  heavy  horror  cloung  round 
In  doubling  clouds  on  clouds.     The  mournful  fcene, 
The  moving  tale,  Aurelius  deeply  felt ;  396 

And  thus  reply'd,  as  one  in  nature  fkiird, 
With  ibft-affjnting  forrow  in  his  look, 
And  words  to  footh  not  combat  hopelefs  love. 

"  Amyntor,  -by  that  Heav'n  who  fees  thy  tears,  4.00 
*  By  faith  and  friendfhip's  fyrnpathy  divine, 
* '  Could  I  the  ibrrows  heal  I  more  than  mare, 
**  This  bofom,  truft  me,  mould  from  thine  transfer 
"  Its  fliarpeft  grief.     Such  grief,  alas!  howjuft? 
tc  How  long  in  filent  angxufh  to  defcend,  4.05 

"  When  reafon  and  when  fondneis  o'er  the  tomb 
*'  Are  fellow  mourners  ?     He  who  can  refign 
**  Has  never  lov'd  j  and  wert  thou  to  the  fenfe, 
'«  The  facred  feeling  of  a  lofs  like  thine, 
'*  Cold  and  infenfible,  thy  breaft  were  then  410 

"  No  manfion  for  humanity,  or  thought 
<f  Of  noble  aim.     Their  dwelling  is  with  love 
"  And  tender  pity,  whofe  kind  tear  adorns 
"  The  clouded  cheek,  and  ian&ifies  the  foul 
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'  They  foften,  not  lubdue.     We  both  will  mix,     415  I 

'  For  her  thy  virtue  lov'd,  thy  trath  laments, 

1  Our  focial  fighs  j  and  ftill  as  morn  unveils 

1  The  brightening  hill,  or  ev'ning's  miftyfhade 

'  Its  brow  cibfcures,  her  gracefulness  of  form, 

'  Her  mi  net  all  lovely,  each  ennobling  each,  420  I 

*  Shall  be  bur  frequent  theme  :  then  malt  thou  hear 

*  From  me*  in  lad  return,  a  tale  of  woes 

'  So  terrible—  Amyntor,  thy  pain'd  heart, 

'•  Amid  its  own,  will  fhudderat  the  ills 

'  That  mine  has  bled  with—  But  behold  !  the  dark 

e  And  drowfy  hour  fteals  fail  upon  our  talk:  42,6  ? 

1  Here  break  we  off;  and  thou,  fad  mourner!  try 

<  Thy  weary  limbs,  thy  wounded  mind,  to  balm 

c  With  timely  fleep  :  each  gracious  wing  from  heaven,  j 

c  Of  thofe  that  minifter  to  erring  man,  430 


That  holy  peace  which  goodnefs  ever  mares, 
<*  And  to  us  both  be  friendly  as  we  need  !"  435 

CANTO  II. 

Now  midnight  rofe,  and  o'er  the  general  fcene, 
Air,  ocean,  earth,  drew  broad  her  blackeft  veil, 
Vapour  and  cloud.     Around  th'  unfleeping  hie 
Yet  howPd  the  whirlwind,  yet  the  billow  groanM, 
And  in  mixM  horror  to  Amyntor'  s  ear 
Borne  thro'  the  gloom,  his  fhrie  king  fen  fe  appall'd. 
Shook  by  each  blaft,  and  (wept  by  ev'ry  wave, 
Again  pale  Mem'ry  labours  in  the  liorm  : 
Again  from  her  is  torn  whom  more  than  life 
His  fondnefs  lov'd.     And  now  another  fhow'r  10 

Of  ibrrow  o'er  the  dear  unhappy  maid 
Effufive  ftream'd,  till  late,  thro'  ev'ry  pow'r 
The  foul  liibdu'ei  funk  lad  to  flow  repoie, 
And  all  her  dark'ning  i'cenes,  by  dim  degrees, 
Were  quench'd  in  total  night:  a  paufe  from  pain 
Not  long  to  laft  5  for  Fancy,  oft'  awake 
While  Reaibn  ikeps,  from  her  illufive  cell 
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Call'd  up  wild  fhapes  of  vifionaiy  fear, 
Ofvifionary  bills,  the  hour  of  reft 
To  mock  with  mimic /hews.     And,  lo!  the  deeps  20 
In  airy  tumult  fwell  :  beneath  a  hill 
Amyntor  heaves  off  over  whelm  ing  teas, 
Or  rides,  with  dizzy  dread,  from  cloud  to  cloud, 
The  billows  back  :  anon  the  fhadowy  world 
Shifts  to  fome  boundlei's  continent  unknown  25 

Where  folitary,  o'er  the  ftarlefs  void, 
Dumb  Silence  broods.     Thro1  heaths  of  dreary  length, 
Slow  on  he  drags  his  ftagg'ring  ftep  infirm 
With  breathleis  toil ;  hears  torrent  floods  afar 
Roar  thro1  the  wild,  and,  plung'el  in  central  caves,  3® 
Falls  headlong  many  a  fathom  into  night. 
Yet  there,  at  once,  in  all  her  living  charms, 
And  brightening  with  their  glow  the -brown  abyfs, 
Role  Theodora.     Smiling,  in  her  eye 
Sat,  without  cloud,  the  ibft-confenting  foul,  35 

That,  guilt  unknowing,  had  no  wifh  to  hide  j 
A  fpring  of  fudden  myrtles  flow'ring  round 
Their  walk  embowVd  j  while  nightingales  beneath 
Sung  fpouials,  as  along  th'  enamell'd  turf 
They  ieem'd  to  fly,  and  interchang'd  their  fouls,      49 
Melting  in  mutual  ibftnefs.     Thrice  his  arms 
The  fair  encircled  ;  thrice  me  fled  his  grai'p, 
And  fading  into  darknefs,  mix'd  with  air — 
"  O,  turn  !  O,  ftay  thy  flight !"  ib  loud  he  cry'd, 
Sleep  and  its  train  of  humid  vapours  fled.  45 

He  groan'd,  he  gaz'd  around  j  his  inward  fenfe 
Yet  glowing  with  the  vifion's  vivid  beam, 
Still  on  his  eye  the  hov'ring  fhadow  blaz'd  ; 
Her  voice  ftill  murmur'd  in  his  tinkling  ear. 
Grateful  deception  !  till  returning  thought  50 

Left  broad  awake,  amid  th1  incumbent  lour 
Of  mute  and  mournful  night,  again  he  felt 
His  grief  inflam'd  throb  frelh  in  ev'ry  vein. 
To  frenzy  ftung,  upftarting  from  his  couch, 
The  vale,  the  more,  with  darkling  ftep  he  roam'd,  55 
Like  fome  drear  fpeftre  from  the  grave  unbound  ; 
Then  fcaling  yonder  cliff,  prone  o'er  its  brow 
G 
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He  hung,  in  aft  to  plunge  amid  the  flood, 
Scarce  from  that  height  difcern'd.  Nor  Reafon's  voice 
Nor  ow'd  lubmiflion  to  the  will  of  Heav'n  60 

Reftrains  him ;  but  as  paffion  whirls  his  thought, 
Fond  expectation,  that  perchance  efcap'd, 
Tho'  parting  all  belief,  the  frailer  fkiff, 
To  which  himfelf  had  borne  th'  unhappy  fair, 
May  yet  be  feen.     Around  o'er  fea  and  more  6  $ 

He  roll'd  his  ardent  eye,  but  nought  around 
On  land  or  wave  within  his  ken  appears, 
Nor  fkiff,  nor  floating  corle,  on  which  to  med 
The  laft  fad  tear,  and  lay  the  covering  mould. 

And  now,  wide  open'd  by  the  wakeful  Hours        70 
Heaven's  orient  gate,  forth  on  her  progrefs  comes 
Aurora  fmiling,  and  her  purple  lamp 
Lifts  high  o'er  earth  and  lea  j  while  all  unveil'd, 
The  vaft  horizon  on  Amyntor's  eye 
Pours  full  its  fcenes  of  wonder,  wildly  great,  75 

Magnificently  various.    From  this  fteep 
Diffused  immenfe  in  rolling  profpeft  lay 
The  northern  deep  :  amidft,  from  {pace  to  fpace, 
Her  numerous  ifles,  rich  gems  of  Albion's  crown, 
As  flow  th'  aicending  mifts  difperfe  in  air,  80 

Shoot  gradual  from  her  bofomj  and  beypnd, 
Like  diftant  clouds  blue-floating  on  the  verge 
Of  ev'ning  fkies,  break  forth  the  dawning  hills, 
A  thouiand  landfcapes,  barren  fome  and  bare, 
Rock  pil'd  on  rock,  amazing,  up  to  heav'n,  85 

Of  horrid  grandeur  :  fome  with  founding  am, 
Or  oak  broad-fhadowing,  or  the  fpiry  growth 
Of  waving  pine  high-plum'd,  and  all  beheld 
More  lovely  in  the  fun's  adorning  beam, 
Who  now,  fair  rifmg  o'er  yon'  eaftern  cliff,  90 

The  vernal  verdure  tinctures  gay  with  gold. 

Mean-while  Aurelius,  wak'd  from  fweet  repofe, 
Repofe  that  Temp'rance  fheds  in  timely  dews 
On  all  who  live  to  her,  his  mournful  gueft 
Came  forth  to  hail,  as  hofpitable  rites  9  5 

And  Virtue's  rule  enjoin  j  but  firft  to  him* 
Spring  of  all  charity,  who  gave  the  heart 
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With  kindly  fenle  to  glow,  his  matin  fong, 
Superior  duty,  thus  the  fage  addrefs'd  :  99 

"  Fountain  of  light!  from  whom  yon1  orient  fun 
"  Firft  drew  his  fplendour  ;  Source  of  life  and  love ! 
"  Whofe  fmile  now  wakes  o'er  earths  rekindling  face 
"  The  boundlefs  blufh  of  fpring  ;  O,  Firft  and  Beft  1 
"  Thy  eflence  tho'  from  human  fight  and  iearch, 
"  Tho'  from  the  climb  of  all  created  thought  105 

"  Ineffably  remov'd,  yet  man  himfelf, 
"  Thy  loweft  child  of  reafon,  man  may  read 
"  Unbounded  pow'r,  intelligence  fupreme, 
"  The  Maker's  hand,  on  all  his  works  imprefs'd, 
"  In  characters  coeval  with  the  fun,  no 

"  And  with  the  fun  to  laft  ;  from  world  to  world, 
t(  From  age  to  age,  in  ev'ry  clime,  difclos'd, 
"  Sole  revelation  thro'  all  time  the  fame. 
"  Hail  univerial  Goodnefs !  with  full  ftream 
*'  For  ever  flowing  from  beneath  the  throne  115 

"  Thro'  earth,  air,  fea,  to  all  things  that  have  life  j 
"  From  all  that  live  on  earth,  in  air  and  fea, 
"  The  great  community  of  Nature's  fons, 
*'  To  thee,  firft  Father,  ceafelefs  praife  afcend ! 
"  And  in  the  rev'rent  hymn  my  grateful  voice          120 
"  Be  duly  heard,  among  thy  works  not  leaft, 
**  Nor  loweft,  with  intelligence  infonn'd, 
"  To  know  thee  and  adore  ;  with  free-will  crown'd, 
*'  Where  Virtue  leads  to  follow  and  be  blefs'd. 
"  O,  whether  by  thy  prime  decree  ordain'd  125 

"  To  days  of  future  life  ;  or  whether  now 
"  The  mortal  hour  is  inftant,  ftill  vouchfafe, 
«'  Parent  and  friend,  to  guide  me  blamelefs  on 
i(  Thro'  this  dark  fcene  of  error  and  of  ill, 
"  Thy  truth  to  light  me,  and  thy  peace  to  cheer :    130 
"  All  elfe,  of  me  unafk'd,  thy  will  fupreme 
"  Withhold  or  grant,  and  let  that  will  be  done." 
This  from  the  foul  in  filence  breath'd  fincere, 
The  hill's  fteep  fide  with  firm  elaftic  ftep 
He  lightly  fcal'd  ;  fuch  health  the  frugal  board,      135 
The  morn's  frefh  breath  that  exercife  refpires 
In  mountain  walks,  and  confcience  free  from  blame, 
G  z 
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Our  life's  beft  cordial,  can  thro1  age  prolong. 

There,  loft  in  thought,  and  felf-abandoh'd  lay 

The  man  unknown,  nor  heard  approach  his  hoft,    140 

Nor  raised  his  drooping  head.  Aurelius  mdv'd 

By  foft  compaffion,  which  the  favage  fcene, 

Shut  up  and  barr'd  amid  furrounding  leas 

From  human  commerce,  quicken'd  into  fenfe 

Of  (harper  forrow,  thus  apart  began.  145 

"  O  fight,  that  from  the  eye  of  Wealth  or  Pride, 
"  Ev'n  in  their  hour  of  vaineft  thought,  might  draw 
"  A  feeling  tear  !  whom  yefterday  beheld 
"  By  love  and  fortune  crowned,  of  all  poflefs'd 
"  That  fancy,  tranc'd  in  faireft  vifion,  dreams  j       150 
"  Now  loft  to  all,  each  hope  that  Ibftens  life, 
tl  Each  blifs  that  cheers  j  there  on  the  damp  earth  fpread, 
"  Beneath  a  heav'n  unknown,  behold  him  now  ! 
"  And  let  the  gay,  the  fortunate,  the  great, 
"  The  proud,  be  taught  what  now  the  wretched  feel, 
"  The  happy  have  to  fear.     O  man  forlorn  !  256 

"  Too  plain  I  read  thy  heart,  by  fondnefs  drawn 
"  To  this  fad  fcene^  to  fights  that  but  inflame 

"  Its  tender  anguifh " 

".Hear me,  Heav'n,"  exelaim'd  160 

The  frantic  mourner.     "  Could  that  anguifh  rife 

<f  To  madnefs  and  to  mortal  agony, 

"  I  yet  would  blefs  my  fate  j  by  one  kind  pang, 

"  From  what  I  feel,  the  keener  pangs  of  thought 

"  For  ever  freed.     To  me  the  fun  is  loft  ;  165 

"  To  me  the  future  flight  of  days  and  years 

"  Is  darknefs,  is  deipair — But  wlw  complains 

"  Forgets  that  he  can  die.     O,  fainted  Maid! 

"  For  fuch  in  heav'n  thou  art,  if  from  thy  feat 

"  Of  holy  reft,  beyond  thefe  changeful  ikies,  170 

"  If  names  on  earth  moft  facred  once  and  dear, 

"  A  lover  and  a  friend,  if  yet  thefe  names 

"  Can  wake  thy  pity,  dart  one  guiding  ray 

"  To  light  me  where,  in  cave  or  creek,  are  thrown 

"  Thy  lifelefs  limbs,  that  I— O  grief  iupreme  !        175 

"  0  fate  remorfelefs  !  was  thy  lover  fav'd 

<l  For  iiich  a  taflc  ?~«that  I  thofe  dear  remains, 
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"  With  maiden  rites  adorn'd,  at  laft  may  lodge 
"  Beneath  the  hallow'd  vault,  and,  weeping  there 
"  O'er  thy  cold  um,  await  the  hour  to  dole  180 

"  Thefe  eyes  in  peace,  and  mix  this  duft  with  thine  !" 

"  Such,  and  fo  dire,"  reply'd  the  cordial  friend 
In  Pity's  look  and  language,  "  fuch,  alas ! 
"  Were  late  my  thoughts  :  whatever  the  human  heart 
"  Gan  moft  afflict,  grief,  agony,  defpair,  185 

"  Have  all  been  mine,  and  with  alternate  war 
"  This  bofom  ravaged.     Hearken  then,  good  Youth 
"  My  ftory  mark,  and  from  another's  fate, 
"  Pre-eminently  wretched,  learn  thy  own, 
"  Sad  as  it  feems,  to  balance  and  to  bear.  190 

"  In  me  a  man  behold  whole  morn  ferene, 
tf  Whofe  noon  of  better  life,  with  honour  fpent, 
"  In  virtuous  putpofe  or  in  honeft  act, 
<f  Drew  fair  diftinclion  on  my  public  name 
*'  From  thole  among  mankind,  the  nobler  few,         195 
"  Whofe  praife  is  tame  ;  but  there,  in  that  true  fource 
"  Whence  happinefs  with  pureft  ftream  defcends, 
tf  In  home-found  peace  and  love,  fupremely  blefs'd ! 
"  Union  of  hearts,  conlent  of  wedded  wills, 
"  By  friendfhip  knit,  by  mutual  faith  fecur'd,         200 
"  Our  hopes  and  fears,  our  earth  and  heav'n  the  fame ! 
"  At  laft,  Amyntor,  in  my  failing  age 
"  FalPn  from  fuch  height,  and  with  the  felon  herd, 
"  Robbers  and  outlaws,  numbered—thought  that  ft  ill 
"  Stings  deep  the  heart,and  clothes  the  cheek  with  fhame  ! 
*f  Then  doomMtofeel  what  Guilt  alone  mould  fear,  206 
"  The  hand  of  public  vengeance  ;  armM  by  rage, 
"  Notjufticej  rais'd  to  injure,  not  redrefs  j 
"  To  rob,  not  guard  j  to  ruin,  not  defend  : 
"  And  all,  O  fov'reign  Reafon  !  all  deriv'd  210 

**  From  pow'r  that  claims  thy  warrant  to  do  wrong ! 
««  A  right  divine  to  violate  unblamM 
t(  Each  law,  each  rule,  that,  by  himfelf  obferv'd, 
"  The  God  prefcribes  whole  lanclion  kings  pretend  ! 

"  O  Charles !  O  Monarch !  in  long  exile  trained,  215 
"  Whofe  hopelefs  years  tn'  oppreflbr's  hand  to  know 
"  How  hateful  and  how  hard  j  thyfelf  reliev'd, 
G  3 
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"  Now  hear,  thy  people,  groaning  under  wrongs 
"  Of  equal  load,  adjure  thee  by  thole  days 
et  Of  want  and  woe,  of  danger  and  deipair,  aza 

"  As  heav'n  has  thine,  to  pity  their  diftrefs  ! 

"  Yet  from  the  plain  good  meaning  of  my  heart 
"  Be  far  th'  unhallow'cl  licenie  of  abufe  j 
"  Be  far  the  bitternefs  of  faintly  zeal, 
'  That  impiou-s  hid  behind  the  patriot's  name          225 
'*  Mafks  hate  and  malice  to  the  legal  throne, 
"  In  juftice  founded,  circumfcrib'd  by  laws, 
''  The  prince  to  guard — but  guard  the  people  too  j 
f<  Chief  one  prime  good  to  guard  inviolate, 
"  Soul  of  all  worth,  and  fum  of  human  blifs.  230 

"  Fair  Freedom  !  birthright  of  all  thinking  kinds, 
•"  Reaibn's  great  charter,  from  no  king  deriv'd, 
' '  By  none  to  be  reclaimed,  man's  right  divine, 
f:  Which  God  who  gave  indelible  pronounc'd.         234. 

"  But  if,  difclaiming  this  his  heav'n-own'd  right, 
"  This  firft,  beft,  tenure  by  which  monarchs  rule : 
"  If,  meant  the  bleffing,  he  becomes  the  bane, . 
"  The  wolf,  not  fhepherd,  of  his  fubjecT:  flock, 
"  To  grind  and  tear,  not  melter  and  protecl,  239 

"  Wide-wafting  where  he  reigns — to  iuch  a  prince 
"  Allegiance  kept  were  treafon  to  mankind, 
*•  And  loyalty  revolt  from  virtue's  law  : 
"  For  fay,  Amyntor !  does  juft  Heav'n  enjoin 
"  That  we  mould  homage  hell  ?  or  bend  the  knee 
"  To  earthquake  or  volcano  when  they  rage,  245 

"  Rend  earth's  finn  frame,  and  in  one  boundlefs  grave 
"  Ingulf  their  thoufands  ?  Yet,  O  grief  to  tell ! 
"  Yet  fuch,  of  late,  o'er  this  devoted  land 
"  Was  public  rule.  Our  fervile  ftripes  and  chains, 
"  Our  fighs  and  groans  refounding  trom  the  fteep     250 
tf  Of  wintry  hill,  or  wafte  untravell'd  heath, 
"  Laft  refuge  of  our  wretchednefs,  not  guilt, 
"  Proclaim'd  it  loud  toheav'n :  the  arm  of  Pow'r 
"  Extended  fatal  but  to  cmfh  the  head 
"  It  ought  to  fcreen,  or  with  a  parent's  love  255 

"  Keclaim  from  error ;  not  with  deadly  hate, 
"  The  tyrant's  law,  extermiuate  who  err. 
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tc  In  this  wide  ruin  were  my  fortunes  funk  j 
*'  Myfelf,  as  one  contagious  to  his  kind, 
**  Whom  nature,  whom  the  focial  life,  renounced     260 
fi  Unfummon''d,  unimpleadecl,  was  to  death, 
"  To  fhameful  death !  adjudg'd  j  againll  my  head 
((  The  price  of  blood  proclaimed,  and  at  my  heels 
"Let  loole  the  murd'rous  cry  of  human  hounds  : 
"  And  this  blind  fury  of  ccnv.niffion'd  rage,  265 

"  Of  party- vengeance,  to  a  fatal  foe, 
"  Known  and  abhorred  for  deeds  of  direft  name, 
"  Was  giv'n  in  charge  ;  a  foe  whom  blood -ftain'd  zeal 
"'  For  what — O  hear  it  not,  all  righteous  Heav'n ! 
"  Left  thy  rous'd  thunder  burft — for  what  was  deem'd 
"  Religion's  caufe,  had  favag'd  to  a  brute  271 

"  More  deadly  fell  than  hunger  ever  ftung 
"  To  prowl  in  wood  or  wild.     His  band  he  arm'd, 
"  Sons  of  perdition,  mifcreants  with  all  guilt 
"  Familiar,  and  in  each  dire  art  of  death  275 

"  Train'd  nithlefs  up  :  as  tigers  on  their  prey 
tf  On  my  defencelefs  lands  thofe  fiercer  beafts 
"  Devouring  fell  j  nor  that  fequefter'd  made, 
"  That  fweetrecefs,  where  Love  and  Virtue  long 
"  In  happy  league  had  dwelt,  which  War  itfelf       28® 
fl  Beheld  with  reverence,  could  their  fury  Tcape  j 
"  Deipoil  d,  clefac'd,  and  wrapt  in  waftcful  flames  j  t  - 
"  For  flame  and  rapine  their  coniiiming  march 
"  From  "hill  to  vale  by  daily  ruin  mark'd. 
*'  So,  borne  by  winds  along,  in  baneful  cloud,          285 
tc  Embody \l  locuits  from  the  wing  defcend 
"  Oi\  herb,  fruit,  flow'r,  and  kill  the  rip'ning  year, 
"  While,  waile  behind^  deftruftion  on  their  track 
*'  And  ghaily  famine  wait.    My  wife  and  child 

<<  He  dragg'd,  the  ruffian  dragged O  Heav'n !  do  I, 

if  A  man,  iurvive  to  tell  it  ?  At  the  hour  291 

"  Sacred  to  reft,  amid  the  fighs  and  tears 

"  Of  all  who  law  and  cuiVd  his  coward  rage, 

({  He  forc'd,  unpitying.  from  their  midnight-bed, 

"  By  meV.ace,  or  by  torture,  from  their  fears  295 

"  My  laft  reti'eat  to  learn,  and  ftill  detains 

«  Beneath  his  roof  accursM,  that  bcil  of  wives, 
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"  Emilia !  and  our  only  pledge  of  love, 
"  My  blooming  Theodora  ! — Manhood  there 
"  And  nature  bleed — Ah  !  let  not  bufy  thought       300 
"  Search  thither,  but  avoid  the  fatal  coaft : 
"  Difcov'ry  there  once  more  my  peace  of  mind 
"  Might  wreck,  once  more  to  deiperation  fink 
"  My  hopes  in  Heav'n."  He  laid ;  but,  O  fad  Mufe  ! 
Can  all  thy  moving  energy  of  pow'r  30-5 

To  make  the  heart,  to  freeze  th'  arrefted  blood, 
With  words  that  weep  and  ftrains  that  agonize  j 
Can  all  this  mournful  magic  of  the  voice  308 

Tell  what  Amyntor  feels  ?  "  O  Heav'n !  art  thou — 
"  What  have  I  heard  ? — Aurelius  !  art  thou  he  ? — 
"  Confufion  !  horror  !— that  moft  wrong'd  of  men  ! 
"  And,  O  moft  wretched  too !  alas !  no  more, 
"  No  more  a  father — on  that  fatal  flood 
"  Thy  Theodora" — At  thefe  words  he  fell ; 
A  deadly  cold  ran  freezing  thro'  his  veins,  315 

And  life  was  on  the  wing  her  loath'd  abode 
For  ever  to  fbrfake.     As  on  his  way 
The  traveller,  from  heaven  by  lightning  flruck, 
Is  fix'd  at  once  immovable,  his  eye 
With  terror  glaring  wild,  his  ftiff'ning  limbs  320 

In  fudden  marble  bound ;  fb  flood,  fo  look'd, 
The  heart-fmote  parent  at  this,  tale  of  death, 
Half-utter'd,  yet  too  plain.    No  fign  to  rife, 
No  tear  had  force  to  flow  5  his  fenfes  all, 
Thro1  all  their  pow'rs,  fufpended,  and  fubdu'd        3*5 
To  chill  amazement.  Silence  for  a  ipace— 
Such  difmal  filence  faddens  earth  and  fky 
Ere  firft  the  thunder  breaks — on  either  fide 
Fill'd  up  this  interval  fevere.    At  laft, 
As  from  fome  vifion  that  to  frenzy  fires  3,33 

The  fleeper's  brain,  Amyntor  waking  wild, 
A  poniard,  hid  beneath  his  various  robe, 
Drew  furious  forth — "  Me,  me,"  he  cry'd,  "  on  me 
"  Let:  all  thy  wrongs  be  vifited,  and  thus 
<£  My  horrors  end" — then  madly  would  have  plung'd 
The  weapon's  hoftile  point. — His  lifted  ann  336 

AureLus,  tho'  with  deep  difmay,  and  dread, 
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And  anguifh  (hook,  yet  his  fuperior  foul 
Collecting,  and  refuming  all  him&lf, 
Seiz'd  fudden ;  then  perilling  with  Uriel  eye  340 

And  beating  heart  Amyntor's  blooming  form, 
Nor  from  his  air  or  feature  gathering  aught 
To  wake  remembrance,  thus  at  length  befpoke : 

"  O  dire  attempt !  whoe'er  thou  art,  yet  ilay 
"  Thy  hand  felf-violent,  nor  thus  to  guilt,  345 

"  If  'guilt  is  thine,  accumulating  add 
"  A  crime  that  nature  ftirinks  from,  and  to  which 
"  Heav'n  has  ihdulg'd  no  mercy.  Sovereign  Judge  ! 
"  Shall  man  firft  violate  the  law  divine, 
"  That  plac'd  him  here  dependent  on  thy  nod,         350 
"  Refign'd,  unmurmuring,  to  await  his  hour 
"  Of  fair  difmhTion  hence  $  fhall  man  do  this, 
"  Then  dare  thy  prefence,  rufh  into  thy  fight, 
"  Red  with  the  fin  and  recent  from  the  ftain 
"  Of  unrepented  blood  ?  Call  home  thy  fenfe  ;  355 

"  Know  what  thou  art,  and  own  his  hand  moft  juft 
"  Rewarding  or  afRifting— -But  fay  on  5 
*'  My  foul,  yet  trembling  at  thy  frantic  deed, 
tl  Recals  thy  words,  recah  their  dire  import : 
'*  They  urge  rneon,  they  bid  mealk  no  more —        360 
*'  What  would  I  alk  ?  my  Theodora's  fate, 
t(  Ah  me !  is  known  too  plain.    Have  I  then  finn'd, 
<f  Good  Heav'n !  beyond  all  grace — But  fhall  I  blame 
"  His  rage  of  grief,  and  in  myielf  admit 
"  Its  wild  excels  ?  Heav'n  gave  her  to  my  wifh  j      365 
"  That  gift  Heav'n  has  refum'd  ;  righteous  in  both  : 
"  For  both  his  providence  be  ever  blefs'd  !" 

By  fhame  reprefs'd,  with  riling  wonder  fill'd, 
Amyntor,  flow-recov'ring  into  thought, 
Submifli ve  on  his  knee  the  good  man's  hand  3  70 

Grafp'd  clofe,  and  bore  with  ardour  to  his  lipj : 
His  eye,  where  fear,  confufion,  rev'rence,  fpoke 
Thi'o'  iwelling  tears,  what  language  cannot  tell, 
Now  rofe  to  meet,  now  fhunn'd  the  Hermit's  glance, 
Shot  awful  at  him,  till  the  various  iwell  375 

Of  paffion  ebbing,  thus  he  falt'ring  fpoke  : 
**  What  haft  thou  done  ?  why  fav'd  a  wretch  unknown  ? 
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"  Whom  knowing  ev'n  thy  goodnefs  muft  abhor. 

<l  Miftaken  man  !  the  honour  of  thy  name, 

"  Thy  love,  truth,  duty,  all  mutt  be  my  foes.         380 

"  I  am — Aurelius  !  turn  that  look  afide, 

"  That  brow  of  terror,  while  this  wretch  can  fay, 

"  Abhorrent  fay,,he  is — Forgive  me  Heav'n  ! 

"  Forgive  me,  Virtue  !  if  I  would  renounce 

"  Whom  nature  bids  me  rev'rence — by  her  bond     385 

"  Rolando's  fon  j  by  your  more  facred  ties, 

"  As  to  his  crimes  an  alien  to  his  blood  j 

te  For  crimes  like  his " 

"  Rolando's  fon !  Juft  Heav'n  ! 

"  Ha !  here  ?  and  in  my  pow'r  ?  a  war  of  thoughts,  390 

"  All  terrible  arifmg,  makes  my  frame 

"  With  doubtful  conflict.    By  one  ftroke  to  reach 

t(  The  father's  heart,  tho'  feas  are  fpread  between, 

tf  \\rere  great  revenge !— Away !  revenge  ?  on  whom  ? 

f(  Alas  !  on  my  own  foul  ;  by  rage  betrayed  395 

"  Ev'n  to  the  crime  my  reafon  moft  condemns 

"  In  him  who  ruin'd  me."  Deep-mov'd  he  fpoke, 

And  his  own  poniard  o'er  the  proftrate  youth 

Sufpended  held  ;  but  as  the, welcome  blow, 

With  arms  diiplay'd,  Amyntor  feem'd  to  court,     400 

Behold  in  fudden  confluence  gath'ring  round 

The  natives  flood,  whom  kindnefs  hither  drew 

The  man  unknown  with  each  relieving  aid 

Of  love  and  care,  as  ancient  rights  ordain, 

To  fuccour  and  to  ferve.     Before  them  came  405 

Montano,  venerable  fage !  whofe  head 

The  hand  of  Time  with  twenty  winters1  fnow 

Had  fhow'r'd,  and  to  whofe  intellectual  eye 

Futurity,  behind  her  cloudy  veil, 

Stands  in  fair  light  diiclos'd.     Him,  after  paufe,     410 

Aurelius  drew  apart,  and  in  his  care 

Amyntor  plac'd,  to  lodge  him  and  fecure ; 

To  fave  him  from  himfelf,  as  one  with  grief 

Tempeftuous,  and  with  rage  diftemper'd  deep: 

This  done,  nor  waiting  for  reply,  alone 

He  ibught  the  vale,  and  his  calm  cottage  gain'd.    416 
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CANTO  III. 

WHERE  Kilda's  fouthern  hills  their  fummit  lift 

With  triple  fork  to  heav'n,  the  mounted  fun 

Full,  from  the  midmoft,  fhot  in  dazzling  ftream 

His  noon-tide  ray :  and  now,  in  lowing  train, 

Were  feen  flow-pacing  weft  ward  o'er  the  vale  5 

The  milky  mothers,  foot  purfuing  foot, 

And  nodding  as  they  move,  their  oozy  meal, 

The  bitter  healthful  herbage  of  the  more, 

Around  its  rocks  to  graze  *  j  for,  ftrange  to  tell ! 

The  hour  of  ebb,  tho1  ever  varying  found,  10 

As  yon""  pale  planet  wheels  from  day  to  day 

Her  courie  inconftant,  their  lure  inftirict  feels, 

Intelligent  of  times,  by  HeavVs  own  hand, 

To  all  its  creatures  equal  in  its  care, 

Unerring  mov'cl.     Theie  figns  obferv'd,  that  guide  15 

To  labour  and  repofe  a  fimple  race, 

Thefe  native  figns  to  due  repaft  at  noon, 

Frugal  and  plain,  had  warn'd  the  template  ifle, 

All  but  Aurelius :  he,  unhappy  man ! 

By  Nature's  voice  folicited  in  vain,  ao 

Nor  hour  obferv'd,  nor  due  repaft  partook. 

The  child  no  more!  the  mother's  fate  untold! 

Both  in  black  profpeft  rifmg  to  his  eye — 

'Twas  anguifh  there ;    'twas  here  diftraciing  doubt! 

Yet  after  long  and  painful  conflict  borne,  25 

Where  nature,  reafon,  oft"  the  doubtful  fcale 

Inclined  alternate,  fummoning  each  aid 

That  virtue  lends,  and  o'er  each  thought  infirm 

Superior  rifmg,  in  the  might  of  him 

Who  ftrength  from  weakness ,  as  from darknefs  light,  3 o 

Omnipotent  can  draw,  again  relign'd, 

Again  he  facrinVd  to  Heav'n's  high  will 

Each  ibothing  weaknefs  of  a  parent's  breaft, 

The  figh  loft  mem'ry  prompts,  the  tender  tear, 

That  ftreaming  o'er  an  object  lov'd  and  loft  3  5 

*  The  cows  often  feed  on  the  alga  marina^  and  they  can  diftinguifh  exaftly 
the  tide  of  ebb  from  the    tide  of  floed,  though,  at   the  lame  time,  they  are 

then  they  freer  their  courfe  direftly  to  the  neareft  ihorc,  in  their  ufual  order, 
one  after  another.  I  had  occafion  to  make  this  observation  thirteen  times 
in  oae  week.  Martin's  Wtjiern  Ifltf  of  Scotland^  p.  J  J6. 
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With  mournful  magic  tortures  and  delights. 
Relieves  us  while  its  fweet  oppreffion  loads, 
And  by  admitting  blunts  the  fting  of  woe. 

As  reafon  thus  the  mental  ftorm  feren'd, 
And  thro'  the  darknefs  fhot  her  fun-bright  ray,         4* 
That  ftrengthens  while  it  cheers,  behold  from  far 
Amyntor  flow  approaching !  on  his  front 
O'er  each  funk  feature  ibrrow  had  diffus'd 
Attraction  fweetly  lad  :  his  noble  port, 
Majeftic  in  diftrefs,  Aurelius  mark'd,  4.5 

And,  unrefifting,  felt  his  bofbm  flow 
With  focial  foftnefs.     Straight  before  the  door 
Of  his  mofs-filver'd  cell  they  fat  them  down 
In  counterview ;  and  thus  the  youth  began  : 

"  With  patient  ear,  with  calm  attention,  mark     50 
*'  Amyntor's  ftoiy  j  then,  as  Juftice  fees, 
tl  On  either  hand  her  equal  balance  weigh, 
'  'Abfolve  him  or  condemn— But,  oh  !  may  I 
"  A  father's  name,  when  truth  forbids  to  praife, 
"  Unblam'd  pronounce  ?  that  name  to  ev'ry  fon         55 
"By  Heav'n  made  facred,  and  by  N.iture's  hand, 
"  With  honour,  duty,  love,  her  triple  pale, 
"  Fenc'd  ftrongly  round,  to  bar  the  rude  approach 
"  Of  each  irreverent  thought. — Thefeeyes,  alas! 
"  The  curs'd  effects  of  fanguinary  zeal  60 

(c  Too  near  beheld,   its  madnefs,  how  extreme, 
"  How  blind  its  fury,  by  the  prompting  prieft, 
"  Each  tyrant's  ready  inftmmcnt  oi"  ill, 
"  Train'don  to  holy  mifchief :  fcene  abhorr'd  !, 
'*  Fell  Cruelty  let  loofe  in  Mercy's  name  ;  6  j 

"  Intolerance,  while  o'er  the  free-born  mind 
"  Her  heavieft  chains  were  cart,  her  iron  fcourge 
*f  Severeft  Irang,  yet  daring  to  appeal 
"  That  Pow'r  whofe  law  is  meeknefs,  and  for  deeds 
ff  That  outrage  heav'n  belying  Heav'n's  command. 

"  Flexile  of  will,  misjudging,  tho'  fmcere  7$ 

f(  Rolando  caught  the  fpread  infection,  plung'd 
"  Implicit  into  guilt,  and  head-long  urg'd 
"  His  courie  unjuft  to  violence  and  rage  j 
tl  Unmanly  rage  j  when  nor  the  charm  divine  75 

3' 
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11  Of  beauty,  nor  the  matron's  facred  age, 
"  Secure  from  wrongs  could  innocence  iecure, 
"  Found  rev'rence  or  diftinftion  :  yet,  fuftain'd 
"  By  confcious  worth  within,  the  matchlefs  pair 
"  Their  threat 'ning  fate,  impriibnment,  and  fcom, 
"  And  death  denounced,  unmrinking,  xmfubdu'd     81 
(t  To  murmur  or  complaint,  fuperior  bore, 
"  With  patient  hope,  with  fortitude  refign'd, 
<{  Not  built  on  pride,  not  courting  vain  applauie  j 
"  But  calmly  conitant,  without  effort  great,  85 

tf  What  reaibn  dictates,  and  what  Heav'n  approves. 

"  But  how  proceed,  Aurelius  ?  in  what  ibunds 
tl  Of  gracious  cadence,  of  affuafive  pow'r, 
"  My  further  ftory  clothe  ?  O  could  I  fteal 
"  From  Harmony  her  ibfteft-warbled  ftrain  90 

"  Of  melting  air,  or  Zephyr's  vernal  voice, 
"  Or  Philomela's  fong,  when  love  diflblves 
"  To  liquid  blandifhment  his  ev'ning  lay, 
"  All  nature  fmiling  round  !  then  might  I  fpeak  j 
"  Then  might  Amyntor,  unoffending,  tell  95 

"  How  unperceiv'd  and  iecret  thro"1  his  breaft, 
"  As  morning  fifes  o'er  the  midnight  made, 
"  What  firtl  was  ow'd  humanity  to  both, 
{(  Afliiling  piety  and  tender  thought, 
"  Grew  fwift  and  lilent  into  love  for  one  j  ico 

"  My  Ible  offence— if  love  can  then  offend 
"  When  virtue  lights  and  rev'rence  guards  its  flame. 

«  O  Theodora  !  who  thy  world  of  charms, 
"  That  ibul  of  iweetnefs,  that  loft  glow  of  youth, 
"  Warm  on  thy  cheek,  and  beaming  from  thine  eye, 
ft  Unmov'd  could  lee  ?  that  dignity  of  eafe,  106 

"  That  grace  of  air,  by  happy  nature  thine  ! 
"  For  all  in  thee  was  native  ?  from  within 
"  Spontaneous  flowing,  as  Ibme  equal  ftream 
*' From  its  unfailing  iource  !  and  then,  too,  ieen     no 
"  In  milder  lights  }  by  Sorrow's  mad  ing  hand 
*'  Touch'd  into  pow'rmore  exquilitely  ioft, 
f<  By  tears  adorn'd,  intender'd  by  ditlrels. 
«{  O  Iweetnefs  without  name  !  when  Love  looks  on 
"  With  Pity's  melting  eye,  that  to  the  ibul  115 
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"Endears,  ennobles,  her  whom  Fate  afflift^ 
tc  Or  Fortune  leaves  unhappy  !  paflion  then 
*<  Refines  to  virtue  j  then  a  purer  train 
"  Of  heav'n-infpir'd  emotions,  ,imdebas'd 
"  By  felf-regard,  or  thought  of  due  return,  120 

"  The  breaft  expanding,  all  its  pow'rs  exalt 
<c  To  emulate  what  reaibn  beft  conceives 
"  Or  love  celeftial,  whole  prevenient  aid 
^  Forbids  approaching  ill,  or  gracious  draws, 
"  When  the  lone  heart  with  anguifh  inly  bleeds,      125 
"  From  pain  its  fting,  its  bitternefs  from  woe ! 
"  By  this  plain  courtmtp  of  the  hontft  heart 
"  To  pity  mov'd,  at  length  my  pleaded  vows 
"  The  gentle  maid  with  unreluclant  ear,  129 

"  Woul'd  oft'  admit}  would  oft'  endearing  crown      " 
"  With  fmiles  of  kind  aflent,  with  looks  that  fpoke, 
*'•  In  biufhing  foftnefs,  her  chafte  boibm  touch'4 
f '  To  mutual  love.    O  Fortune's  faireft  hour! 
"  O  feen,  but  not  enjoy'd;  juft  hail'd  and  loft 
"  Its  flatt'ring  brightnefs  !  Theodora's  form,        130 
**  Event  unfear'd  !  had  caught  Rolando's  eye  ; 
'*  And  love,  if  wild  Defire,  of  Fancy  born, 
<(  By  furious  paffions  nurs'd,  that  facre'd  name 
'*'  Profanes  not  j  love  his  ftubborn  breaft  diflblv'd 
*'  To  tranfientgoodnefs.  But  my  thought  fhrinks  back3 
"  Reluftant  to  proceed  ;  and  filial  awe,  141; 

"  With  pious  hand,  would  o'er  a  parent's  crime 
*'  The  veil  of  filence  and  oblivious  night 
"  Permitted  throw.     His  impious  fait  repell'd, 
'*  Aw'd  from  her  eye,  and  from  her  lip  fevere         145 
"  Dafh'd  with  indignant  icorn  each  harbour'd  thought 
"  Of  foft  emotion  or  of  focial  fenfe, 
**  Love,  pity,  kindnefs,  alien  to  a  foul 
*'  That  bigot  rage  imbcfoms,  fled  at  once, 
*'  And  all  the  favage  reaiTum'd  his  breaft.  150 

"  *  'Tis  juft,*  he  cry'd  ;  '  who  thus  invites  difdain, 
*e  DeferYes  repulfe ;  he  who,  by  (lave-like  arts, 
<£   Would  meanly  fteal  what  force  may  nobler  take, 
"  And,  greatly  daring,  dignify  the  deed.  154, 

"  WJjen  next  we  meet,  our  mutual  blufti  to  fpare, 
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"  Thine  from  diflembling,  from  bafe  fiatt'ry  mine, 
"  Shall  be  my  care/     This  threat*  by  brutal  icorn 
£<  Keen'd  and  imbitter'd,  terrible  to  both, 
r<  To  one  prov'd  fatal.     Silent-wafting  grief, 
"  The  mortal  worm  that  on  Emilia's  frame  iCo 

<c  Had  prey'd  unfeen,  now  deep  thro'  all  her  powers 
"  Its  poiibn  fpread,  and  kill'd  their  vital  growth. 
f  *  Sick'ning,  me  funk  beneath  this  double  weight 
"  Of  fhame  and  horror. — Dare  I  yet  proceed  ? 
u  Aurelius  !  O  moft  injur'd  of  mankind  !  165 

tf  Shall  yet  my  tale,  exafperating,  add 
"  To  woe  new  anguim  ?  and  to  grief  defpair— 
"  She  is  no  more—" 
"O  Providence  fevere!" 

Aurelius  fmote  his  breaft,  and  groaning  cryMj        1 70 
But  curb'd  a  fecond  groan,  repell'd  the  voice 
Of  froward  grief,  and  to  the  Will  fupreme, 
In  juftice  awful,  lowly  bending  his, 
Nor  figh,  nor  murmur,  nor  repining  plaint, 
By  all  the  war  of  nature  tho'  aflail'd,  175 

Efcap'd   his  lips.     "  What !    mall  we  from  Heav'n"s 
"  Wit" 


ith  life-receiving  happinefs,  our  mare         [grace 
"  Of  ill  ref  ufe?  and  are  afflictions  aught 
"  But  mercies  in  difguife  ?  th'  alternate  cup, 
11  Medicinal  tho'  bitter,  and  prepar'd  iSo 

"  By  Love's  own  hand  for  falutary  ends. 
"  But  were  they  ills  indeed,  can  fond  Complaint 
"  Arreft  the  wing  of  Time  ?  Can  Grief  command 
"  This  noon-day  fun  to  roll  his  flaming  orb 
"  Back  to  yon'  eaftern  coaft,  and  bring  again          185 
{  The  hours  of  yefterday  ?  or  from  the.  womb 
"  Of  that  unfounded  deep  the  bury'd  corfe 
"  To  light  and  life  reftore  ?  Bleis'd  Pair !  farevvel ! 
*'  Yet,  yet  a  few  fhort  days  .of  erring  grief, 
"  Of  human  fondnels  fighing  in  the  breaft,  190 

"  And  forrowis  no  more.     Now,  gentle  Youth  ! 
"  And  let.me  call  thee  Son,  (for,  O  !  that  name 
"  Thy  faith,  thy  friend/hip,  thy  true  portion  borne 
"  Of  pains  for  me  too  fadly  have  deferv'd) 
( *  On  with  thy  tale :  'tis  mine  when  heav'n  affli&s 
H  * 
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c  To  hearken  and  adore."     The  patient  man        196 
Thus  fpoke;  Amyntor  thus  his  ftory  clos'd  : 
"  As  dumb  with  anguifti  round  the  bed  of  death 
"  Weeping  we  knelt,  to  mine  (he  faintly  rais'd 
"  Her  clofing  eyes,  then  fixing,  in  cold  gaze,         200 
"  On  Theodora's  face—4  O  lave  my  child  !' 
"  She  faidj  and,  mr  ink  ing  from  her  pillow,  flept 
<(  Without  a  groan,  a  pang.     In  hallow'd  earth, 
"  I  faw  her  fhroudedj  bade  eternal  peace 
"  Her  made  receive,  and  with  the  trueft  tears         205 
f(  Affection  ever  wept  her  duft  bedew'd. 
"  What  then  remained  for  honour  or  for  love  ? 
* f  What,  but  that  fcene  of  violence  to  fly, 
"  With  guilt  profan'd,  and  terrible  with  death, 
**  Rolando's  fatal  roof.     Late  at  the  hour,  .210 

"   When  made  and  filence  o'er  this  nether  orb 
"  With  drowfieft  influence  reign,  the  warning  moon 
"  Afcending  mournful  in  the  midnight  iphere, 
"  On  that  drear  ipot  within  whofe  cavern'd  womb 
"  Emilia  deeps,  and  by  the  turf  that  veils  215 

*'  Her  honoured  clay,  alone  and  kneeling  there 
"  I  found  my  Theodora  !  thrill'd  with  awe, 
"  With  facred  terror,  which  the  time,  the  place 
"  Pour'd  on  us,  fadlyfolemn,  I  too  bent  219 

"  My  trembling  knee,  and  lock'd  in  her's  my  hand 
*f  Acrofs  her  parent's  grave.     By  this  dread  icene 
"  By  night's  pale  regent !  by  yon'  glorious  train 
"  Of  ever-moving  fires  that  round  her  bum  ! 
"  By  Death's  dark  emire  !    by  the  fheeted  duft 
"  That  once  was  man,  nowmould'ring  here  below  I 
ft  But  chief  by  her's,  at  whofe  nocturnal  tomb       226 
"  Rev'rent  we  kneel!  and  by  her  nobler  part, 
"  Th'  unbody'd  i'pirit  hov'ring  near,  perhaps 
**  As  witnefs  to  our  vows  !  nor  time,  nor  chance, 
"  Nor  aught  but  Death's  inevitable  hand,  230 

", Shall  e'er  divide  our  loves. ---I  led  her  thence, 
"  To  where,  fafe  ftation'd  in  a  fecret  bay, 
tc  Rough  of  defcent,  and  brown  with  pendant  pines 
"  That  murmur' d  to  the  gale,  our  bark  was  moor'd. 
"  We  fail'd.-But,  O  my  father!  can  I  ipeak         235 
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f<  What  yet  remains  ?  yon'  ocean,  black  with  ftorm  ! 

*'  Its  ufelefs  fails  rent  from  the  groaning  pine! 

"  The  ipeechleis  crew  aghaft  !  and  that  loft  fair ! 

"  Still,  ftill  I  fee  her  !  feel  her  heart  pant  thick  ! 

"  And  hear  her  voice,  in  ardent  vows  to  Heav'n      24.0 

"  For  me  alone  preferred  ;  as  on  my  aim 

"  Expiring,  finking,  with  her  fears  me  hung! 

"  I  kifs'd  her  pale  cold  cheek  !  with  tears  adjur'd, 

"  And  won  at  laft  with  iiims  of  proffered  gold, 

"  The  boldeft  mariners  this  precious  charge  245 

"  Inftant  to  fave,  and  in  the  Ikiff  fecur'd, 

"  Their  oars  acrofs  the  foamy  flood  to  ply 

"  With  unremitting  arm.     I  then  prepared 

f{  To  follow  her— That  moment  from  the  deck 

et  A  fea  fweird  o'er,  and  plungM  me  in  the  gulf  j   250 

"  Nor  me  alone ;  its  broad  and  billowing  fwee'p 

"  Muft  have  involv,' d  her  too.     Myfterious  Heav'n ! 

"  My  fatal  love  on  her  devoted  head 

V  Drew  down— it  muft  be  ib  !  the  judgment  due 

'•'  To  me  and  mine  j  or  was  Amyntor  fav'd,  255 

"  For  its  whole  quiver  of  remaining  wrath  ? 

"  For  ftorms  more  fierce  ?  for  pains  of  (harper  fting  ? 

<f  And  yeai-s  of  death  to  come  ?"— Nor  further  voice 

Nor  flowing  tear  his  high-wrought  grief  fupply'd  j 

With  anus  outfpread,  with  eyes  in  hopeiefs  gaze     260 

To  heav'n  uplifted,  motionlefs  and  mute 

Heftood,  the  mournful  femblance  ofDefpair. 

The  lamp  of  day,  tho'  from  mid -noon  declin''d, 
Still  flaming  with  full  ardour,  mot  on  earth 
Oppreflive  brightneis  round,  till  in  foft  ileam,         165 
From  Ocean's  bofom  his  light  vapours  drawn, 
With  grateful  intervention  o'er  the  .fky 
Their  veil  cliffuiive  fpread,  tlie  fcene  abroad 
Soft-fhadowing  vale  and  plain  and  dazzling  hill. 
Aurelius  with  his  gueft  the  weftern  cliff  270 

A\fcending  flow,  beneath  its  marble  roof, 
$Yom  whence  in  double  ftream  a  lucid  fource 
Roll'd  ibunding  forth,  and  v/here  with  dewy  wing 
Frefh  breezes  play'd,  fought  refuge  and  repofe, 
Till  cooler  hoars ariie.     The  iubje^lille  275 

**   3 
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Her  village  capital,  where  Health  and  Peace 
Are  tutelary  gods,  her  fmall  domain 
Of  arable  and  pafture,  vehVd  with  ftreams 
That  branching  bear  refremful  moilture  on 
To  field  and  mead  :  her  ftraw-roof 'd  temple  rood,    280 
Where  Piety,  not  Pride,  adoring  kneels, 
Lay  full  in  view :  from  fcene  to  fcene  around 
Aurelius  gaz'd,  and,  fighing,  thus  began : 

"  Not  we  alone ;  alas  !  in  ev'ry  clime 
"  The  human  race  are  fons  of  forrow  born  j        .     285 
"  Heirs  of  tranfmitted  labour  and  difeafej 
"  Of  pain  and  grief,  from  fire  to  fon  deriv'd, 
"  All  have  their  mournful  portion  j  all  muft  bear 
"  Th'  impos'd  condition  of  their  mortal  ftate, 
cc  Viciffitude of  luff 'ring.     Caftthineeye  290 

"  Where  yonder  vale,  Amyntor,  Hoping  fpreads 
"  Full  to  the  noon-tide  beam  its  primroie  lap, 
"  From  hence  due  eaft."     Amyntor  look'd,  and  faw, 
Not  without  wonder  at  a  fight  fo  ftrange, 
Where  thrice  three  females,  eameft  each  and  arnVd  295 
With  rural  inftruments,  the  foil  prepared 
For  future  harveft.     Thefe  the  trenchant  fpade, 
To  turn  the  mould  and  break  th'  adhefive  clods, 
Employed  afiiduous  ;  thofe,  with  equal  pace, 
And  arm  alternate,  ftrew'd  its  frefh  lap  white  300 

With  fruitful  Ceres  j  while,  in  train  behind, 
Three  more  th'  incumbent  harrow  heavy  on 
O'er-labour'd  drew,  and  clos'd  the  toillbme  tafk. 
"  Behold  T'  Aurelius  thus  his  fpeech  renew'd, 
"  From  that  foft  fex,  too  delicately  frani'd, '  305 

"  For  toils  like  thefe,  the  talk  of  rougher  man, 
<e  What  yet  neceifity  demands  fevere. 
"  Twelve  luns  have  purpled  thefe  encircling  hills 
*'  With  orient  beams,  as  many  nights  along 
"  Their  dewy  iummits  drawn  th'  alternate  veil       310 
t(  Of  darknefs,  fince,  in  unpropitious  hour, 
"  The  hufbands  of  thofe  widow'd  mates,  who  now 
"  For  both  muft  labour,  lahch'd,  in  queft  of  food, 
"  Their  ifland-fkiff  adventurous  on  the  deep  : 
**  Them,  while  the  i'weeping  net  fecure  they  plung'd 
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"  The  finny  race  to  lhare,  whole  fbodful  fhoals       316 
"  Each  creek  and  bay  innumerable  crowd, 
"  As  annual  on  from  more  to  more  they  move 
"  In  wut'ry  caravan  j  them,  thus  intent, 
"  Dark  from  the  fouth  a  guft  of  furious  wing,         320 
"  Upfpringing,  drove  to  lea,  and  left  in  tears 
"  This  little  world  of  brothers  and  of  friends  ! 
"  But  when,  at  ev'ning  hour,  disjointed  planks, 
"  Borne  on  the  furging  tide,  and  broken  oars, 
"  To  fight,  with  fatal  certainty,  reveal'd  325 

"  The  wreck  before  iurmis'd,  one  gen'ral  groan 
"  To  heav'n  afcending,  fpoke  the  gen'ral  breaft 
"  With  fharpeft  anguifh  pierc'd.  Their  ceafelefs  plaint, 
"  Thro'  the  hoarfe  rocks  on  this  refounding  more, 
"  At  morn  was  heard ;  at  midnight,  too,  were  ieen, 
"  Dilconiblate  on  each  chill  mountain's  height         331 
"  Tlie  mourners  fpread,  exploring  land  and  fea 
tl  With  eager  gaze — till  from  yon1  leffer  ifle, 
*'  Yon'  round  of  mofs-clad  hills,  Borera  nam'd— 
"  Full  north,  behold  !  above  the  foaring  lark  335 

"  Its  dizzy  cliffs  afpire,  hung  round  and  white 
"  With  curling  mifts — at  lail  from  yon'  hoary  hills, 
"  Inflaming  the  brown  air  with  fudclen  blaze 
"  And  ruddy  undulation,  thrice  three  fires, 
"  Like  meteors  waving  in  a  moonlefs  iky,  340 

"  Our  eyes,  yet  unbelieving,  faw  diilinft, 
*'  Succeflive  kindled,  and  from  night  to  night 
"  Renew'd  continues.  Joy,  with  wild  excels, 
"  Took  her  gay  turn  to  reign  ;  and  Nature  now 
"  From  rapture  wept;  yet  ever  and  anon  345 

"  By  fad  conjecture  damp'd,  and  anxious  thought 
"  How  from  yon'  rocky  prifon  to  releafe 
"  Whom  the  deep  fea  immures  (their  only  boat 
"  Deftroy'd)  and  whom  th'  inevitable  fiege 
"  Of  hunger  muft  affault :  but  hope  fuftams  350 

"  The  human  heart  ;  and  now  their  faithful  wives, 
"  With  love-taught  fldll  and  vigor  not  their  own, 
"  On  yonder  field  the  autumnal  year  prepare.*.1' 

*  The  Author  who  relates  this  ftory  adds,  that  the  produce  of  grain,  that 
feafon,  was  the  moft  plentiful  they  had  feen  for  maiiy  years  before  yid« 
Mtrtln't  Dtjcriptitn  rf  tl*  Wtjitrn  ifie;  cf  Scotland,  p.  2k6. 
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Amyntor,  who  the  tale  diftrefsful  heard 
With  fympathizing  forrow,  on  himlelf,  3  55 

On  his  ieverer  fate,  now  pondering  deep, 
Rapt  by  fad  thought  the  hill  unheeding  left, 
And  reach'd,  with  fwerving  ftep,  the  diftant  ftrand. 
Above,  around,  in  cloudy  circles  wheel'd, 
Or  failing  level  on  the  polar  gale  360 

That  cool  with  evening  role,  a  thoufand  wings, 
The  fummer  nations  of  thefe  pregnant  cliffs, 
Play'd  fportive  round,  and  to.  the  lim  outlpread 
Their  various  plumage',  or  in  wild  notes  hail'd 
His  parent-beam  that  animates  and  cheers  365 

All  living  kinds  :  he  glorious  from  amidft 
A  pomp  of  golden  clouds,  th'  Atlantic  flood 
Beheld  oblique,  and  o'er  its  azure  breaft 
WavM  on  unbounded  blufti  ;  a  fcene  to  ftrike 
Both  ear  and  eye  with  wonder  and  delight !  370 

But,  loft  tc  outward  fenfe,  Amyntor  pafs'd 
Regardlefs  on,  thro'  other  walks  conveyed 
Of  baleful  profpeft,  which  pale  Fancy  rais'd 
Inceflant  to  herfelf,  and  fabled  o'er  -  ... 

With  darkeft  night,  meet  region  for  defpair !  375" 

Till  northward,  where  the  rock  its  fea-wafh'd  bafe 
Projects  athwart  and  fhuts  the  bounded  fcene, 
Rounding  its  point,  he  rais'd  his  eyes  and  faw, 
At  diftance  faw,  defcending  on  the  more, 
Forth  from  their  anchored  boat,  of  men  unknown     380 
A  double  band,  who  by  their  geftures  ftrange 
There  fixM  with  wond'ring  ;  for  at  once  they  knelt 
"With  hands  upheld  5  at  once  to  heav'n,  as  ieem'd 
One  gen'ralhymn  pour'd  forth  of  vocal  praiiej' 
Then  flowly  rifing,  forward  movM  their  fteps :          385 
Slow  as  they  mov'd,  behold  !  amid  the  train, 
On  either  fide  fuppprted,  onward  came 
Pale,  and  of  piteous  look,  a  penfivc  maid, 
As  one  by  wafting  ficknefs  fore  aflail'd, 
Or  plung'd  in  grief  profound— "  Oh !  all  ye  Pow'rs  !" 
Amyntor,  ftarting,  cry'd,  and  fhot  his  foul  39* 

In  rapid  glance  before  him  on  her  face : 
"  IllufiOn  !  no— it  cannot  be.  My  blood 
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"  Runs  chill ;  my  feet  are  rooted  here — and,  fee ! 
*>  To  mock  my  hopes,  it  wears  her  gracious  form.  395 
**  The  fpirits  who  this  ocean  wafte  and  wild 
<*  Still  hover  round,  or  walk  thele  ifles  unieen, 
"  Prcfenting  oft'  in  piftur'd  viiion  ftrange 
"  The  dead  or  abient,  have  yon'  fhape  adorn'd, 
"  So  like  my  love,  of  uniiibftantial  air,  400 

"  Embody 'd,  featur'dj  it  with  all  her  charms— • 
"  And,  lo !  behold  !  its  eyes  are  fix'd  on  mine 
"  With  gaze  tranfporred—  Ha !  ihe  faints,  me  falls  !" 
He  ran,  he  flew ;  his  clafping  arms  receiv'd 
Her  finking  weight—**  O  earth,  and  air,  and  fea  !      405 
'*  'Tis  me  !  'tis  Theodora !  Pow'r  divine, 
**  Whole  goodnefs  knows  naJwund,  thy  hand  is  here, 
"  Omnipotent  in  mercy  !"  /vs  he  {poke, 
Adownhis  cheek,  thro'  miv'ringjoy  and  doubt, 
The  tear  raft-falling  ftream'd.    *'  My  love !  my  life ! 
'*  Soul  of  my  wimes  !  fav'd  beyond  all  faith  !  41 1 

"  Return  to  life  and  me.  O  fly,  my  friends, 
"  Fly,  and  from  yon1  tranflucent  fountain  bring 
"  The  living  ftream.  Thou  dearer  to  my  foul 
'*  Than  all  the  fumlefs  wealth  this  fea  entombs,       41  $ 
"  My  Theodora  !  yet  awake  :  'tis  I, 
"  'Tis  poor  Amyntor  calls  thee !"  At  that  name, 
That  potent  name,  her  fpirit  from  the  verge 
Of  death  recall'd,  me,  trembling,  rais'd  her  eyes  j 
Trembling,  his  neck  with  eager  grafp  entwin'd,       420 
And  murmur' d  out  his  name,  then  funk  again  j 
Then  i'woon'd  upon  his  bc.tbm  thro'  excels 
Of  blifs  unhop'd,  too  mighty  for  her  frame. 
The  rofebud  thus,  that  to  the  beam  ferene 
Of  morning  glad  unfolds  her  tender  charms,  425 

Shrinks  and  expires  beneath  the  noon-day  blaze. 
Moments  of  dread  fufpenie — but  Ibon  to  ceafe  ! 
For  now  while  on  her  face  thefe  men  unknown 
The  ftream,  with  cold  afperfion,  bufy  caft, 
His  eyes  behold,  with  wonder  and  amaze,  430 

Behold  in  them — his  friends !  th'  advent'rous  few, 
Who  bore  her  to  the  fkiff!  whofe  daring  fkill 
Had  fav'd  her  from  the  deep !  As  o'er  her  cheek 


.  78  AMYNTOR  AND  THEODORA. 

kekindling  life,  like  morn,  its  light  diffus'd 

In  dawning  purple,  from  their  lips  he  learn'd          435 

How  to  yon1  ifle,  yon'  round  of  mofs-clad  hills, 

Borera  nanTd,  before  the  tempeft  borne, 

Thefe  iflanders,  thrice  three,  then  prifon'd  there, 

('So  Heav'n  ordain'd)  with  utmoft  peril  ran, 

With  toil  invincible,  from  fhelve  and  rock  440 

Their  boat  preferv'd,  and  to  this  happy  coaft 

Its  prow  directed  fafe — He  heard  no  more  j 

The  reft  already  known,  his  ev'ry  fenfe, 

His  full-collefted  foul,  on  her  alone 

Was  fix'd,  was  hung  enraptur'd,  while  thefe  founds, 

This  voice,  as  of  an  angel,  pierc'd  his  ear.  446 

"  Amyntor !  O  my  life's  recovered  hope  ! . 
f '  My  foul's  defpair  and  rapture ! — can  this  be  ? 
*'  Am  I  on  earth  !  and  do  thefe  arms  indeed 
"  Thy  real  form  infold  ?  Thou  dreadful  deep  !        450 
"  Ye  mores  unknown  !  ye  wild-impending  hills  ! 
f '  Dare  I  yet  traft  my  fenfe  ? — O  yes,'  tis  he ! 
*'  'Tis  he  himfelf !  My  eyes,  my  bounding  heart, 
f*  Confefs  their  living  lord  !  What  mall  I  lay  ? 
tf  How  vent  the  boundlefs  tranfport  that  expands    455 
"  My  lab'ring  thought !  th'  unutterable  blifs, 
"  Joy,  wonder,  gratitude,  that  pain  to  death 
«'  The  breaft  they  charm? — Amyntor,  O  fupport 
'•'  This  fwimming  brain  j  I  would  not  now  be  torn 
*'  Again  from  life  arid  thee,  nor  caufe  thy  heart     460 
*'  A  lecond  pang."     At  this  dilated  high 
The  fweli  of  joy,  moft  fatal  where  its  force 
Is  felt  moft  exquifite,  a  timely  vent 
Now  found,  and  broke  in  tender  dews  away 
Of  heart-relieving  tears.     As  o'er  its  charge,          465 
With  fhelt'ring  wing,  folicitoufly  good, 
The  guardian  genius  hovers,  fo  the  youth, 
On  her  lov'd  face  affiduous  and  alarm'd, 
In  filent  fondnefs  dwelt,  while  all  his  ibul 
With  trembling  tendernefs  of  hope  and  fear  470 

TfMeafmgly  pain'd  was  all  employed  for  her  j 
The  rous'd  emotions  warring  in  her  breaft, 
Attempting,  to  compoie,  and  gradual  fit 
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For  further  joy  her  ibft  impreffive  frame. 
"  O  happy  !  tho'  as  yet  thou  know' ft  not  half        47^ 
"  The  blifs  that  waits  thee  !  but,  thou  gentle  mind 
"  Whofe  figh  is  pity,  and  whofe  fmile  is  love, 
"?*  For  all  who  joy  or  forrow,  arm  thy  breaft 
•*'  With  that  bell  temp'rance,  which  from  fond  excefs, 
"  When  rapture  lifts  to  dang'rous  height  its  pow'rs, 
<l  Refleclive  guards.  Know  then— and  let  calm  thought 
"  On  wonder  wait— fate  refug'd  in  this  ifle,  482 

<{  Thy  godlike  father  lives  !  and,  lo  ! — but  curb, 
"  Reprefs  the  tranfport  that  o'er  heaves  thy  heart, 
"  'Tis  he— look  yonder— he,  whole  rev'rend  fteps  485 
*  *  The  mountain's  fide  defcend  j" — Abrupt  from  his 
Her  hand  me  drew,  and,  as  on  wings  upborne, 
Shot  o'er  the  fpace  between.     He  faw,  he  knew, 
Aftonim'd  knew,  before  him,  on  her  knee, 
His  Theodora \  To  his  arms  he  rais'd  490 

The  loft  lov'd  fair,  and  in  his  bofom  prefs'd. 

"  My  father!" — "  O  my  child  !"  at  once  they  cry'd. 
Nor  more  :  the  reft  ecftatic  filence  fpoke, 
And  Nature  from  her  inmoft  feat  of  lenfe 
Beyond  all  utt'rance  mov'd.     On  this  blefs'd  fcene, 
Where  emulous  in  either  bofom  ftrove  496 

Adoring  gratitude,  earth,  ocean,  air, 
Around  with  foft'ning  afpeft  feem'd  to  fmile, 
And  Heav'n,  approving,  look'd  delighted  down. 

Nor  theirs  alone  this  blifsful  hour  j  the  joy,          500 
With  inftant  flow,  from  more  to  more  along 
Diffufive  ran,  and  all  th'  exulting  ifle 
About  the  new-arriv'd  was  pour'd  abroadj 
To  hope  long  loft,  by  miracle  regain'd  ! 
In  each  plain  bolbm  Love  and  Nature  wept ;  505 

While  each  a  fire,  a  hufband,  or  a  friend, 
Embracing  held  and  kifs'd. 
Now,  while  the  fong, 

The  choral  hymn,  in  wildly-warbled  notes, 
What  Nature  dictates  when  the  full  heart  prompts, 
Beft,  harmony,  their  grateful  fouls  effus'd  5 1  s 

Aloud  to  heav'n,  Montano,  rev'rend  feer  ! 
(Whole  eye  prophetic  far  thro'  time's  abyi's 
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Could  moot  its  beam,  and  there  the  births  of  Fate, 

Yet  immature  and  in  their  caufes  hid,  515 

Illumined  fee)  a  fpace  abftracled  flood  j 

His  frame  with  fhiv'ry  horror  ftirr'd,  his  eyes 

From  outward  vifion  held,  and  all  the  man 

f£ntranc"d  in  wonder  at  th'  unfolding  fcene, 

On  fluid  air,  as  in  a  mirror  feen,  520 

And  glowing  radiant,  to  his  mental  fight. 

"  They  fly!"  he  cry'd,  "  they  melt  in  air  away, 
*'  The  clouds  that  long  fair  Albion's  heav'n  o'ercaft  ! 
"  With  tempeft  delug'd,  or  with  flame  devoured,  '- 
"  Her  drooping  plains  ;  while  dawning  roiy  round 
{t  A  purer  morning  lights  up  all  her  Ikies  !  .  526 

"  He  comes,  behold !  the  great  deliverer  comes  ! 
"  Immortal  William!  borne  triumphant  on, 
"  From  yonder  orient,  o'er  propitious  leas, 
"  White  with  the  fails  of  his  unnumbered  fleet,      530 
"  A  floating  foreft,  ftretch'd  from  fhore  to  more  ! 
"  See  !  with  fpread  wing  Britannia's  genius  flies 
"  Before  his  prow,  commands  the  fpeeding  gales 
"  To  waft  him  on,  and  o'er  the  hero's  head, 
**  Inwreath'd  with  olive,  bears  the  laurel  crown  ;    535 
"  Blefs'd  emblem,  peace  with  liberty  reftor'd  ! 
tl  And  hark  !  from  either  ftrand  which  nations  hide, 
"  To  welcome  in  tine  freedom's  day  renew'd 
4 '  What  thunders  of  acclaim!  Aurelius  !  man 
"  By  Heav'n  belov'd,  thou,  too,  that  facred  fun  540 
"  Shalt  live  to  hail  5  malt  warm  thee  in  his  fhine  ! 
"  I  fee  thee  on  the  flow'ry  lap  diffus'd 
"  Of  thy  lov'd  vale,  amid  a  imiiing  race 
"  From  this  blefsM  pair  to  Ipring  j  whom  equal  faith, 
"  And  egual  fondnefs,  in  foft  league  fhall  hold        545 
"  From  youth  to  rev'rend  age,  the  calmer  hours 
*'  Of  thy  laft  day  to  Iweeten  and  adorn, 
"  Thro'  life  thy  comfort,  and  in  death  thy  crown !" 


TRUTH  IN  RHYME. 

ADDRESSED   TO 

A  CERTAIN   NOBLE  LORD. 


The  following  extraft  from  his  Msjefty's  Speech  to  both  Houfes  of  Farfia^ 
ment,  which  by  every  man  in  his  dominions  would  be  thought  the  nobleft 
introduction  to  a.  poem  of  the  firft  merit,  is  peculiarly  fuitable  to  introduce 
this  ;  however  unequal  thefe  verftes  may  be  to  the  lubjeft  they  attempt  to 
adorn,  this  fingular  advantage  will  be  readily  allowed  them;  it  will  at  the 
feme  time  be  the  fulleft  and  beft  explanation  of  the  Author's  meaning  on  a 
theme  fo  interefting  and  uncommon.  The  words  are  theie: 

March  3,  1761 


1  determined  upon  the  demife  of  the  crown,  or  at  the  expiration  of  fix 
**  months  afterwards,  in  every  inftance  of  that  nature  which  has  happened, 
"  I  look  upon  the  independency  and  uprightnefs  of  the  judges  of  the  land 
•*  as  efTential  to  the  impartial  adminiftration  of  juftrce,  as  one  of  the  beft 
"  facurities  of  the  right*  and  liberties  of  my  loving  fubjefts,  and  as  moft 
44  conducive  to  the  honour  of  the  crown;  and  I  come  new  to  recommend 
«  this  interefting  objeft  to  the  confideration  of  Parliament,  in  order  that 
**•  fuch  farther  provifioi>,  as  (hall  be  moft  expedient,  may  be  made,  for  fe- 
"  curing  the  Judges  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  offices  during  their  good  be- 
**  haviour,.  notwithftanding  any  fuch  demife." 


TO    THE    AUTHOR 

OF  THE  FOLLOWING  POEM. 

If  has  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  canfpy  : 
It  is  all  beauty,  or  all  blindnefs  /. 

Imprimatur,  meo  perieulo, 

CHESTERFIELD. 

ASTREA,  deleft  bom  of  Jove, 
Whom  all  the  gods  revere  and  love, 
Was  fent,  while  man  deferv'd  their  care, 
On  earth  to  dwell,  and  govern  there, 
TiH  finding  earth  by  Htav'n  xmaw'd,  5 

Till  fick  of  violehce  and  fraud, 
Abandoning  the  guilty  crew, 
Back  to  her  native  iky  (he  flewj 
There  ftation'd  in  the  Virgin  fign, 
She  long  has  ceas'd  on  earth  to  mine  j  10 

Or  if  at  times  me  deigns  a  fmile, 
'Tis  chief  o'er  Britain's  favoured  ifle. 

For  there  —  her  eye  with  wonder  fix'd, 
That  wonder  too  with  pleafure  mix'd, 
She  now  beheld,  in  blooming  youth,  15 

The  patron  of  all  worth  and  truth  j 
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Not  where  the  Virtues  mod  refort, 

On  peaceful  plains,  but  in  a  court ! 

Not  in  a  cottage,  all -unknown; 

She  found  him  feated  on  a  throne !  20 

What  fables  paint,  what  poets  fing, 

She  found  in  f'aft — a  patriot-king  J, 

But  as  a  fight  fo  nobly  new 
Deferv'd,  fhe  thought,  a  nearer  view, 
To  where,  by  filver-ftreaming  Thames,  25 

Afcends  the  palace  of  St.  James, 
Swift  thro'  furrounding  fhades  of  night 
The  goddefs  fhot  her  beamy  flight : 
She  flopped ;  and  the  revealing  ray 
Blaz'd  round  her  fav'rite  where  he  lay  3» 

In  fweet  repofe ;  o'er  all  his  face 
Repofe  fhed  fofter  bloom  and  grace  ; 
But  fearful  leit  her  fun-bright  glare 
Too  foon  might  wake  him  into  care, 
(For  fplendid  toils  and  weary  ftate  35 

Are  ev'ry  monarch's  envy'd  fate) 
The  ftream  of  circling  rays  to  fhroud, 
She  drew  an  interpofing  cloud. 

In  all  the  filence  of  furprife 

She  gaz'd  him  o'er ;  me  law  arife,  ^  o 

For  gods  can  read  the  human  breaft, 
Her  own  idea  there  impreft ; 
And  that  his  plan  to  biefs  mankind, 
The  plan  now  bright'ning  in  his  mind, 
May  ftory's  whiteft  page  adorn,  4-5 

May  mine  thro'  nations  yet  unborn, 
She  calls  Urania  to  her  aid. 

At  once  the  fair  ethereal  maid, 
Daughter  of  Memory  and  Jove, 

JDefcending  quits  her  laurell'd  grove;  50 

Loofe  to  the  gale  her  azure  robe, 
Borne  in  her  left  a  Harry  globe, 
Where  each  fuperior  fon  of  fame 
Will  find  infcrib'd  his  deathlefs  name ; 
Her  right  fuftains  th'  immortal  lyre,  55 

TO  praife  true  merit,  or  infpire. 


TRUTH    IN    RHYME.  j 

"  Behold" — Aitrea  thus  began 

**  The  friend  of  virtue  and  of  man  j 

Y  Calm  reaibn fee  in  early  youth! 

*•'  See  in  a  prince  the  foul  of  truth !  60 

"  With  love  of  juftice,  tender  fenfe, 

"  For  fufPring  worth  and  innocence, 

"  Who  means  to  build  his  happy  reign 

"  On  this  befl  maxim,  wife  and  plain 

*'  Tho'  plain,  how  ieldofn  underttood  !  65 

"  1  hat  to  be  great  hemuft  be  good: 

"  His  brtaft  is  open  to  your  eyej 

"  Approach,  Urania!  mark,  and  try: 

"  This  bofom  needs  no  thought  to  hide; 

"  This  virtue  dares  our  fearch  abide.  7° 

"  The  facred  fountains  to  fecure 
"  Of  juftice,  undifturb'd  and  pure, 
"  From  hopes  or  fears,  from  fraud  or  force, 

"  To  ruffle  or  to  ftain  their  courfe ; 

"  That  thefe  may  flow  ferene  and  free,  li 

"  The  law  muft  independent  be  j 

"  Her  minifters,  as  in  my  fight, 

**  And  mine  alone,  difpenfmg  right  j 

tc  Of  piercing  eye,  of  judgment  clear, 

"  As  honour  juft,  as  tmth  fmcere,  86 

*4  With  temper  firm,  with  fpirit  fage, 

t{  TheMansfields  of  each  future  age. 
"  And  this  prime  bleffing  is  to  luring- 

*'  From  youth  in  purple  t  from  a  king ! 

<c  Who,  tme  to  his  imperial  truft,  8  5 

"  His  greatnefs  founds  in  being  juft  5 

4i  Prepares,  like  yon'  afcending  fun, 

"  His  glorious  race  with  joy  to  run, 

"  And  where  his  gracious  eye  appears, 

"  To  blefs  the  world  he  lights  and  cheers !  9'o 

"  Such  worth  with  eqxial  voice  to  fmg, 

"  Urania!  ftrike  thy  boldeft  ftring, 

"  And  Truth,  whofe  voice  alone  is  praife, 

*e  That  here  infpires  ihall  guide  the  lays. 

"  Begin!  awake  his  gentle  ear  95 

'«  With  founds  thatmonarchs  rarely  hear: 
I  z 
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c<  He  merits,  let  him  know  our  love, 
<l  And  you  record  what  I  approve." 

She  ended  j  and  the  heav'n-born  maid 
With  ibf t  furprile  his  term  lurvey'd: 
She  faw  what  chaftity  of  thought 
Within  his  ftainleis  boibm  wrought, 
Then  fix'd  on  earth  her  fober  eye, 
And,  pauling,  offered  this  reply. 

"  Nor  pomp  of  long,  nor  paint  of  art, 
"  Such  truths  mould  to  the  world  impart: 
fl  My  tafk  is  but  in  fimple  verfe 
"  Thefe  promised  wonders  to  rehear fe  j 
"  And  when  en  theie  our  verfe  we  raiie, 
"  The  plaineft  is  the  nobleft  praife. 

"  Yet  morej  a  virtuous  doubt  remains; 
"  Would  fuch  a  prince  permit  my  ftrains? 
(l  Deferving,  but  ftill  fhxmning  fame, 
(t  The  homage  due  he  might  difelaimi 
"  A  prince  who  rules  to  fave  mankind, 
"  His  praife1  would  in  their  virtue  find; 
"  Would  deem  their  ftri6l  regard  to  laws, 
"  Their  faith  and  worth,  his  belt  applaufe: 
"  Then  Britons!  your  juil  tribute  bring 
*'  In  deeds,  to  emulate  your  king; 
"  In  virtues,  to  redeem  your  age 
"  From  venal  views  and  party  rage : 
tf  On  his  example  fafely  reft ; 
"  He  calls,  he  courts,  you  to  be  bleft ; 
*f  As  friends,  as  brethren,  to  unite 
"  In  one  firm  league  of  juft  and  right. 

"  My  part  is  laft;  if  Britain  yet 
"  A  lover  boafts  of  truth  and  wit, 
<e  To  him  theie  grateful  lays  to  fend, 
"  The  monarch's  and  the  Mufe's  friend, 
"  And  whole  fair  name,  in  facred  rhymes, 
11  My  voice  may  give  to  lateft  times*" 

She  faid ;  and  after  thinking  o'er 
The  men  in  place  near  half  a  fcore, 
To  ftrike  at  once  all  fcandal  mute, 
The  goddefs  found  and  fix'd  on  Bute. 
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APOLLO'S  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS. 

TO  CHARLES   STANHOPE. 
Written  in  1757  • 

APOLLO,  from  the  fouthern  fky, 
O'er  London  lately  glanc'd  his  eye  : 
Juft  fuch  a  glance  our  courtiers  throw 
At  fuitors  whom  they  ihim  to  know  : 
Or  have  you  mark'd  th'  averted  mien,  5 

The  cheftereft,  the  freezing  look 
Of  Bumbo  when  a  bard  is  feen 
Charg'd  with  his  Dedication -book  ? 

But  gods  are  never  in  the  wrong : 
What  then  difpleas'd  the  pow'r  of  Song  ?  i  o 

^   The  cafe  was  this  :  Where  noble  arts 
Once  flourifh'd,  as  our  fathers  tell  us, 
He  now  can  find,  for  men  of  parts, 
None  but  rich  blockheads  and  mere  fellows  j 
Since  drums,  and  dice,  and  diflipation,  1 5 

Have  chas'd  all  tafte  from  all  the  nation: 
For  is  there  now  one  table  fpread 
Where  Senie  and  Science  may  be  fed  ? 
Where,  with  a  fmile  on  ev'ry  face, 
Invited  Merit  takes  his  place  ?  zo 

Thefe  thoughts  put  Phoebus  in  the  fpleen, 
(For  gods,  like  men,  can  feel  chagrin} 
And  left  him  on  the  point  to  fhroud 
His  head  in  one  eternal  cloud ; 

When,  lo!  his  all-difcerning  eye  25 

Chanc'done  remaining  friend  to  fpy, 
Juft  crept  abroad,  as  is  his  way, 
To  bafk  him  in  the  noon-tide  ray. 

This  Phoebus  noting,  call'd  aloud 
To  ev'iy  interpofmg  cloud,-  30 

And  bade  their  gathered  mifts  afcend, 
That  he  might  warm  his  good  old  friend  j 
Then,  as  his  chariot  roll'd  along, 
Tun'd  to  hU  lyre  this  grateful  long, 

1  3 
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<(  With  talents,  fuchas  God  has  given  35 

*'  To  common  mortals,  fix  in  ieven, 
"  Who  yet  have  titles,  ribbons,  pay, 
"  And  govern  whom  they  fhould  obey  j 
"  With  no  more  frailties  than  are  found 
**  In  thouiand  others,  count  them  round  j  40 

"  With  much  good  will,  inftead  of  parts, 
"  exprefsM  for  artifts  and  for  arts ; 
"  Who  fmiles  if  you  have  iinartly  Ipoke, 
"  Or  nods  applauie  to  his  own  joke ; 
"  This  bearded  child,  this  gray-hair'd  boy,  4.5 

*'  Still  plays  with  life  as  with  a  toy  j 
"  Still  keeps  amufement  full  in  view: 
"  Wife  ?  Now  and  then*— but  offner  new  j 
"  His  coach,  this  hour,  at  Watibn's  door, 
"  The  next  in  waiting  on  a  whore.  50 

"  Whene'er  the  welcome  tidings  ran 
"  Of  monfter  ftrange,  or  ftranger  man, 
"  A  Selkirk  from  his  defert  ifle, 
"  Or  alligator  from  the  Nile, 

"  He  faw  the  monfter  in  its  fhrine,  55 

"  And  had  the  man  next  day  to  dine : 
"  Or  was  it  an  Hermaphrodite  ? 
"  You  found  him  in  a  two-fold  hurry, 
"  Neglecting  for  this  he-fhe  fight 
(<  The  fmgle  channs  of  Fanny  Murray.  60 

"  Gathering  from  fuburb  and  from  city 
"  Who  were,  wlio  would  be,  wile  or  witty  j 
"  The  full-wigg'd  fons  of  pills  and  potions, 
"  The  bags  of  maggot  and  new  notions  j 
"  The  fage,  of  microicopic  eye,  65 

"  Who  reads  him  leftures  on  a  flyj 
"  Grave  antiquaries  with  their  flams, 
tc  And  poets  fquirting  epigrams  j 
"  With  fome  few  lords-— of  thole  that  think, 
"  And  dip,  at  times,  their  pen  in  ink;  70 

"  Nay,  ladies  too,  of  diverie  fame, 
"  Who  are  and  are  not  of  the  game  : 
'*  For  he  has  look'd  the  world  around, 
"  And  pleafure  in  each  quarter  found : 
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"  Now  young,  now  old,  now  grave,  now  gay,  75 

"  He  finks  from  lite  by  foft  decay, 
"  And  lees  at  hand,  without  affright, 
"  Th'  inevitable  hour  of  night.'* 

But  here  fome  pillar  of  the  ftate, 

Whole  life  is  one  long  dull  debate  j  80 

Some  pedant  of  the  fable  gown, 
Who  ipares  no  failings  but  his  own, 
Set  up  at  once  their  deep-mouth'd  hollow  j 
Is  this  a  fubjeft  for  Apollo  ? 

What !  can  the  god  of  Wit  and  Verfe  85 

Such  trifles  in  our  ears  rehearfe  ? 

"  Know,  Puppies!  this  man's  eaiy  life, 
"  Serene  from  cares,  unvex'd  with  ftrife, 
"  Was  oft'  employM  in  doing  good, 
*'  A  fcience  you  ne'er  understood  j  90 

"  And  charity,  ye  fbns  of  Pride! 
"  A  multitude  of  faults  will  hide. 
"  I  at  his  board  more  fenie  have  found 
"  Than  at  a  hundred  dinners  round  : 
"  Tafte,  learning,  mirth,  my  weftern  eye  95 

<(  Could  often  there  collected  Ipy ; 
"  And  I  have  gone  well-pleas'd  to  bed, 
"  Revolving  what  was  fung  or  faid. 

"  And  he,  who  entertained  them  all 
"  With  much  good  liquor  ftrong  and  fmall,  100 

ft  With  food  in  plenty,  and  a  welcome, 
"  Which  would  become  my  Lord  of  Melcombe  *, 
<:  Whole  foups  and  fauces  duly  feaibnM, 
"  Whofe  wit  well-tim'd,  and  ienfe  well-reafon'd, 
"  Give  Burgundy  a  brighter  ftain,  105 

"  And  add  new  flavour  to  Champaign— 
"  Shall  this  man  to  the  grave  defcend 
"  Unown'd,  unhonour'd.  as  my  friend? 
"  No  ;  by  my  deity  I  fwear, 

"  Nor  mall  the  vow  be  loft  in  air,  no 

"  While  you  and  millions  fuch  as  you, 
"  Are  funk  for  ever  from  my  view, 

*  This  poem  was  certainly  written  in  1757,  but  the  reader  has   only   r» 
ceaiember  that  Apollo  is  the  god  of  Pr  ophefy  as  well  a*  of  poetry. 
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"  And  loft  in  kindred  darlcnefs  lie, 

"  This  good  old  man mall  never  die: 

( '  No  matter  where  I  place  his  name, 

"  His  love  of  learning  mail  be  fame.1'  116 

THE  DISCOVERY. 

Upon  reading  fotne  verfes  written  by  a  young  lady  at  a  bcarding-fclsal,' 
September,  1760. 

APOLLO  lately  fent  to  know 
If  he  had  any  fons  below, 
For  by  the  tram  he  long  has  feen 
In  male  and  female  magazine, 

A  hundred  quires  not  worth  a  groat,  5 

The  r^ce  muft  be  extin6l  he  thought. 

His  meflenger  to  court  repairs, 
Walks  foftly  with  the  crowd  up  ftairs  j 
But  when  he  had  his  errand  told, 
The  courtiers  fneer'd,  both  young  and  old  :  10 

Auguftus  knit  his  royal  brow, 
And  bade  him  let  Apollo  know  it, 
That,  from  his  infancy  till  now, 
He  IcvM  nor  poetry  nor  poet. 

His  next  adventure  was  the  Park,  35 

When  it  grew  f ami onably  dark  : 
There  beauties,  boobies,  ftrumpets,  rakes, 
Talk'd  much  of  commerce,  whitt,  and  flakes  j 
Who  tips  the  wink,  who  drops  the  card, 
But  not  one  word  of  verfe  or  bard.  20 

The  ftage,  Apollo's  old  domain, 
Where  his  true  fons  were  wont  to  reign, 
His  courier  now  pail  frowning;  by  j 
Ye  modern  Durfeys  tell  us  why  ? 

Slow  to  the  city  laft  he  went :  25 

There  all  was  profe  of  cent  per  cent. 
There  alley-omnium,  fcript,  and  bonus, 
(Latin  for  which  a  Mule  would  (lone  us, 
Yet  honeft  Gideon's  claflic  ftyle) 
Made  our  poor  nuncio  llare  and  imile.  30 

And  now  the  clock  had  (truck  eleven, 
The  inefTenger  muft  back  to  Heav'nj 
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But  juft  as  he  his  wings  had  ty'd, 
Look'd  up  Queenfquare  the  North-eaft  fide* 
A  blooming  creature  there  he  found,  35 

With  pen  and  ink,  and  books  around, 
Alone,  and  writing  by  a  taper  j 
He  read  unfeen,  then  ftole  her  paper. 
It  much  amus'd  him  on  his  way, 
And  reaching  Heav'n  by  break  of  day,  40 

He  fliew'd  Apollo  what  he  Itole  ; 
The  god  perus'd,  and  lik'd  the  whole  ! 
Then  calling  for  his  pocket-book, 
Some  right  celeftial  vellum  took, 
And  what  he  with  a  fun-beam  there  45 

Writ  down,  the  Mufe  thus  copies  fair  : 
tl  If  I  no  men  my  fons  muft  call, 
**  Here's  one  fair  daughter  worth  them  all: 
*'  Mark  then  the  facred  words  that  follow,  49 

"  Sophia's  mine"—  fo  fign'd  APOLLO. 

TYBURN. 

TO  THE  MARINE  SOCIETY. 


THE  defign  of  the  Marine  Society  is  in  itfeff  fo  hndabte,  aftd  has  been 
rarfued  fo  fuccefsfully  for  the  public  good,  that  I  thought  it  merited  a  pub 
lic  acknowledgment;:  out,  to  take  off"  from  the  flatnefs  of  a  direft  compli 
ment,  I  have,  through  the  whole  poem,  loaded  their  inftitution  with  fucli 
reproaches  as  will  (how,  Ijhope,  in  themoft  ftriking  manner,  its  real  utility. 

By  authentic  accounts  it  appears  that,  from  the  firft  rife  of  this  society  tri 
the  prefcnt  year  1762,  they  have  collected,  clothed,  and  fitted  out,  for  the 
fea-fervice,  5452  grown  men,  4511  boys,  in  all  9963  perfons;  whom  they 
have  thus  not  only  faved,  in  all  probability,  from  perdition  nnd  infamy, 
but  rendered  them  ufeful  members  of  the  community^  at  a  time  too  when 
their  country  ftood  moft  in  need  of  their  afliftance. 

IT  has  been,  all  examples  mow  it, 
The  privilege  of  ev'ry  poet, 
From  ancient  down  thro'  modern  time, 
To  bid  dread  matter  live  in  Rhyme; 
With  wit  enliven  fenfelefs  rocks,  ,       5 

Draw  repartee  from  wooden  blocks; 
Make  buzzard  fenators  of  note, 
And  rooks  harangue  that  geele  may  vote. 

Tliefe  moral  ficlions,  firft  defign'd 
To  mend  and  mortify  mankind,  10 

Old  vEfop,  as  our  children  know, 
Taught  twice  ten  hundred  years  ago, 
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His  fly  upon  the  charriot  wheel 
Could  all  a  ftatefman's  merit  feel, 
And,  to  its  own  importance  juft, 
Exclaim,  with  Bufo,  "  What. a  duft!" 
His  Horfe-dung,  when  the  flood  ran  high, 
In  Colon's  air  and  accent  cry, 
While  tumbling  down  the  turbid  ftream, 
"  Lord  love  us,  how  we  apples  fwim  !" 

But  farther  inftances  to  cite 
Would  tire  the  hearer's  patience  quite. 
No;  what  their  numbers  and  their  worthy 
How  thefe  admire  while  thole  hold  forth, 
From  Hide-Park  on  to  Clerkenwell, 
Let  clubs,  let  coffee-houfes  tell, 
Where  England,  thro'  the  world  renown'd, 
In  all  its  wiidom  may  be  found; 
While  I,  for  ornament  and  uie, 
An  orator  of  wood  produce. 

Why  mould  die  gentle  reader  ftare  ? 
Are  wooden  orators  fo  rare  ?  .  • 

Saint  Stephen's  Chapel,  Riifus'  Hall,- 
That  hears  them  in  the  pleader  bawl, 
That  hears  them  in  the  patriot  thunder, 
Can  tell  if  fuch  things  are  a  wonder  ; 
•  So  can  Saint  Duftan's  in  the  Weft, 
When  good  Romaine  harangues  his  beft, 
And  tells  his  {taring  congregation 
That  fober  fenfe  is  lure  damnation; 
That  Newton's  guilt  was  worfe  than  treafori 
For  uiing,  what  God  gave  him,  reaibn. 
"  A  pox  of  all  this  prefacing  !" 
Smart  Balbus  cries;  *'  Come  name  the  thing ; 
"  That  fuch  there  are  we  all  agree  : 
"  What  is  this  wood  ?"  Why— Tyburn  tree. 

Hear  then  this  rev'rend  oak.  harangue, 
Who  makes  men  do  fo  ere  they  hang. 

Patibulum  loquitur. 

"  .Each  thing  whatever,  when  aggrieved, 
"  Of  right  complains  to  be  relieved  : 
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»'*'  When  rogues  fo  rais'd  thepfice  of  wheat 

"  That  few  folks  could  afford  to  eat, 

"  (Juft  as  when  doctors1  fees  run  high 

"  Few  patients  can  afford  to  die) 

"  The  poor  durft  into  munnurs  break,  5  5 

"  For  loiers  muft  have  leave  to  Ipeakj 

"  Then  from  reproaching  fell  to  mauling 

"  Each  neighbour  rogue  they  found  foreftalling. 

"  As  theie  again,  their  knaves  and  fetters, 

"  Durft  vent  complaints  againft  their  betters,  6« 

"  Whofe  only  crime  was  in  defeating 

"  Their  fchemes  of  growing  rich  by  cheating; 

"  So  mail  not  I  my  wrongs  relate,. 

"  An  injur'd  minifter  of  ftate  ? 

**  The  finifher  of  care  and  pain  65 

"  May  fure  with  better  grace  complain, 

"  For  reaibns  no  lefs  ftrong  and  true, 

<c  Marine  Society  !  of  youj 

<{  Of  you,  as  ev'ry  carman  knows 

"  My  lateft  and  moft  fatal  foes.  70 

"  My  property  you  bafely  fteal, 
«  Which  ev'n  a  Britiih  Oak  can  feel } 
f '  Feel  and  refentj  what  wonder  then 
f  It  mould  be  felt  by  Britifh  men 
"  When  France,  intuiting,  durft  invade  75 

"   Their  cleareft  propertry  of  trade  ? 
*'  For  which  both  nations  at  the  bar 
5'  Of  that  fupreme  tribunal  War, 
f '  To  (how  their  reafons  have  agreed, 
<*  And  lawyers  by  ten  thoufands  feeM?  S» 

<*  Who  now  for  legal  quirks  and  puns 
<*  Plead  with  the  rhet'rit  of  great  guns, 
«'  And  each  his  client's  cauie  maintains 
"  By  knocking  out  th'  opponent's  brains, 
i*  While  Europe  all — But  we  adjourn  *5 

*'  This  wife  digrefllon,  and  return. 
*'  Your  rules  and  ftatutes  have  undone  me  j 
««  My  i'ureft  cards  begin  to  (hun  me  : 
il  My  native  iubje&s  dare  rebel 
«  Thole  who  were  born  for  me  and  hellj  90 
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*'  And  but  for  you  the  fcoundrel  line 

"  Had  ev'ry  mother's  fon  dy'd  mine  : 

"  A  race  unnumber'd  as  unknown, 

"  Whom  town  or  fuberb  calls  her  own  ; 

"  Of  vagrant  love  the  various  fpawn,  95 

"  From  rags  and  filth,  from  lace  and  lawn  ; 

"  Some  of  Fleet-ditch,  of  bulks,  of  benches, 

"  Where  peer  and  porter  meet  their  wenches; 

"  For  neither  health  nor  fhame  can  wean  us 

"  From  mixing  with  the  midnight  Venus.  100 

"  Nor  let  my  cits  be  here  forgot; 
"  They  know  to  fin  as  well  as  fot. 
"  When  night  demure  walks  forth,  array 'd 
"  In  her  thin  negligee  of  made, 

"  Late  rilen  from  their  long  regale  105 

"  Of  beef  and  beer,  and  bawdy  tale, 
"  Abroad  the  Common  council  fally 
"  To  poach  for  game  in  lane  or  alley; 
"  This  gets  a  fon,  whofe  firft  eflay 
"  Will  filch  his  father's  till  away;  1 10 

"  A  daughter  that,  who  may  retire, 
"  Some  few  years  hence,  with  her  own  fire; 
"  And  while  his  hand  is  on  her  placket 
"  The  filial  virtue  picks  his  pocket. 
"  Change-alley,  too,  has  grown  fo  nice,  115 

"  A  broker  dares  refine  on  vice; 
"  With  lord-like  fcom  of  marriage-vows, 
"  In  her  own  arms  he  cuckolds  ipouie; 
"  For  young  and  frefh  while  he  would  wifh  her, 
"  His  loofe  thought  glows  with  Kitty  Fifher;          no 
"  Or  after  nobler  quarry  running, 
"  Profanely  paints  her  out  a  Gunning. 

"  Nowtheie,  of  each  degree  and  fort, 
tc  At  Whipping  dropp'd,  perhaps  at  Court, 
"  Bred  up  for  me,  to  Iwear  and  lie,  125 

1  To  laugh  at  hell,  and  Heav'n  defy; 
'  The(e,  Tyburn's  regimented  train, 
1  Who  rifle  their  neck  iT  to  i'pread  my  reign, 
'  From  age  to  age,  by  right  divine, 
*  Hereditary  rogues,  were  mine;  130 
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*f  And  each,  by  difcipline  ievere, 
"  Improved  beyond  all  fhame  and  fear, 
<c  From  gilt  to  gilt  advancing  daily, 
"  My  conftant  friend  the  good  Old  Bailey 
"  To  me  made  over,  late  or  foon,  135 

"  I  think,  at  lateft,  once  a  moonj 
"  But  by  your  interloping  care 
"  Not  one  in  ten  mail  be  my  mare. 

"  Ere  'tis  too  late  your  error  lee, 
"  You  foes  to  Britain  and  to  me  !  140 

"  To  me,  agreed— but  to  the  nation  ? — 
"  I  prove  it  thus  by  demonftration. 

"  Firft,  that  there  is  much  good  in  ill 
"  My  great  apoftle  Mandeville 

"  Has  made  moft  clear.     Read,  if  you  pleaie,          14.5 
"  His  moral  Fable  of  The  Bees. 
"  Our  reverend  clergy  next  will  own, 
"  Were  all  men  good  their  trade  were  gonej 
"  That  were  it  not  for  ufeful  vice 
"  Their  learned  pains  would  bear  no  pricej  1 50 

"  Nay,  we  mould  quickly  bid  defiance 
"   To  their  demonftrated  alliance. 

tt  Next,  kingdoms  are  composed,  we  know, 
"  Of  individuals,  Jack  and  Joe  : 

«*  Now  thele,  our  ibv'reign  lords  the  rabble,  155 

"  For  ever  prone  to  growl  and  fquabble, 
"  The  monttrous  many-headed  beait, 
"  Whom  we  muft  not  offend,  but  feaft, 
"  Like  Cerberus,  mould  have  their  fop  $ 
"  And  what  is  that  but  truffing  up  ?  160 

"  How  happy  were  their  hearts,  and  gay, 
"  At  each  return  of  hanging  -day ! 
"  To  fee  Page*  fwinging  they  admire, 
l(  Beyond  ev'n  Madox*  on  his  wire  ! 
**  No  baiting  of  a  bull  or  bear  165 

"  To  Perry*,  daggling  in  the  air  ! 
"  And  then  the  being  drunk  a  week 
"  For  joy  fome  Sheppard*  would  not  fqueak ! 

*  As  thefe  are  all  perfons  of  note,  and  well  known   to  cur  readers,   w« 
thinkany  more  particular  mention  of  them  unneccflTary. 

K. 
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*'  But  now  that  thofe  good  times  are  o'e», 
"  How  will  they  mutiny  and  roar  !  170 

"  Your  fcheme  abfurd  of  fober  rules 
"  Will  fink  the  race  of  men  to  mules  ; 
*  For  ever  drudging,  fweating,  broiling, 
"  For  ever  for  the  public  toiling: 
1  Hard  mafters  !  who,  juft  when  they  need  .'em,       175 
"  With  a  few  thiftles  deign  to  feed  'em. 

"  Yet  more — for  it  is  feldom  known 
:<  That  fault  or  folly  ftands  alone— 
:i  You  next  debauch  their  infant-mincl 
"  With  fumes  of  honourable  wind,  jgp 

(t  Which  muft  beget,  in  heads  untry'd, 
"  That  worft  of  human  vices,  pride. 
*f  All  who  my  humble  paths  forlake 
"  Will  reckon  each  to  be  a  Blake  ! 
"  There  on  the  deck,  with  arms  a-kimbo,  185 

"  Already  ftruts  the  future  Bembow  ! 
tf  By  you  bred  up  to  take  delight  in 
"  No  earthly  thing  but  oaths  and  fighting, 
"  Theie  fturdy  fons  of  blood  and  blows 
<«  By  pulling  Monfieur  by  the  nofe,  ?  90 

"  By  making  kicks  and  cuffs  the  iamion, 
«  Will  put  all  Europe  in  a  paflion. 
"  The  grand  alliance,  now  quadmple, 
«f  Will  pay  us  \\omz,  jufqu"  au  centuple  j 
«{  So  the  French  king  was  heard  to  cry—  193 

*'  And  can  a  king  of  Frenchmen  lie  ? 

"  Theie  and  more  mifchiefs  I  fqrfee 
"  From  fondling  brats  of  bafe  degree. 
t(  As  mufhrooms  that  .on  dunghills  rife, 
<*  The  kindred-weeds  beneath  deipiie,  200 

"  So  thefe  their  fellows  will  contemn, 
"  Who  in  revenge  will  rage  at  them  ; 
"  For  thro'  each  rank  what  more  offends 
"  Than  to  behold  the  rife  of  friends  ? 
"  Still  when  our  equals  grow  too  great  505 

«  We  may  applaud,  but  we  muft  hate  j 
«  Then  will  it  be  endur'd  when  John 
<*  Has  put  my  hempen  ribbon  on, 
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*'  To  fee  his  ancient  mefs-mate  Cloud 

"  By  you  made  turbulent  and  proud,  aid 

"  And  early  taught  my  tree  to  bilk, 

"Pafs  in  another  all  of  filk? 

"  Yet,  one  more  mournful  cafe  to  put ; 

"  A  hundred  mouths  at  once  you  fhut, ! 

"  Half  Grub-ftreet,  filenc'd  in  an  hour,  415' 

"  Muft  curie  your  interpofmg  pow'r 

"  If  my  loft  ions  no  longer  fteal, 
What  ion  of  her's  can  earn  a  meal  ? 
You  ruin  many  a  gentle  bard, 

'  Who  liv'd  by  heroes  that  die  hard  !  zzo 

'  Their  brother  hawkers  too,  that  fung 
1  How  great  from  world  to  world  they  fwtmg, 
*  Andbyfadfonrtets,  quaver'd  loud, 
1  Drew  tears  and  halfpence  from  the  crowd ! 
"  Blind  Fielding  too — a  mifchiefon  him  !  225 

"  I  wifh  my  fons  would  meet  and  ftone  him ! 

"  Sends  his  black  fquadrons  up  and  down, 

"  Who  drive  my  beft  boys  back  to  Town, 

"  They  find  that  trav'ling  now  abroad, 

"  To  eafe  rich  rafcals  on  the  road,  230 

"  Is  grown  a  calling  much  uni'afe, 

"  That  there  are  furer  ways  by  half, 

"  To  which  they  have  their  equal  claim 

"  Of  earning  daily  food  and  fame  j 

"  So  down  at  home  they  fit  and  think  235 

"  How  beft  to  rob  with  pen  and  ink. 
*'  Hence  red-hot  letters  and  eflays 

"  By  the  John  Lilburn  of  theie  days, 

"  Who  guards  his  want  of  fhame  and  fenfir 

f<  With  fhield  of  fev'nfold  impudence  j}  249 

"  Hence  cards  on  Pelham,  Cai'ds  on  Pitt, 

"  With  much  abuie  and  little  wit ; 

"  Hence  libels  againft  Hardwicke  penn'd, 

tl  That  only  hurt  when  they  commend  j 

"  Hence  oft'  aicriVd  to  Fox,  at  leaft,  24.5 

*'  All  that  defames  his  namefake  beaft  j 

"  Hence  Cloacina  hourly  views 

**  Unnumber'd  labours  of  the  Mufe, 
Ka 


96  TYBURN. 

*'  That  fink  where  myriads  went  before, 
"  And  fleep  within  the  chaos  hour,  250 

"  While  her  brown  daughters,  under  ground, 
"  Are  fed  with  politics  profound  : 
"  Each  eager  hand  a  fragment  fnaps, 
"  More  excrement  than  what  it  wraps* 

"  Thefe,  fmgly,  contributions  raiie,  ^55 

"  Of  cafual  pudding  and  of  praife : 
"  Others  again,  who  form  a  gang, 
"  Yet  take  due  meaiures  not  to  hang, 
<l  In  Magazines  their  forces  join, 
"  By  legal  methods  to  purloin  ;  260 

"  Whole  weekly  or  whofe  monthly  feat  is 
"  Firft  to  decry,  then  fteal  your  treatife  : 
"  So  rogues  in  France  perform  their  job, 
"  Affaffinating  ere  they  rob. 

"  But,  this  long  narrative  to  clofe  ;  265 

"  They  who  would  grievances  expofe 
"  In  all  good  policy  no  lefs 
"  Should  mew  the  methods  to  redrefs. 
"  If  commerce,  finking  in  one  fcale, 
"  By  fraud  or  hazard  comes  to  fail,  270 

"  The  talk  is  next,  all  ftatefmen  know  it, 
"  To  find  another  where  to  throw  it, 
"  That,  rifing  there  in  due  degree, 
tf  The  public  may  no  lofer  be. 

"  Thus  having  heard  how  you  invade,  275 

"  And  in  one  way  deftroy  my  trade,. 
"  That  we  at  laft  may  part  good  friends, 
"  Hear  how  you  ftill  may  make  amends 

"  O  fearch  this  finful  Town  with  care, 
"  What  numbers  duly  mine  are  there  !  280 

<e  The  full-fed  herd  of  money-jobbers, 
tc  Jews,  Chriftians,  rogues  alike,  and  robbers  ! 
"  Who  riot  on  the  poor  man's  toils, 
«  And  fatten  by  a  nation's  fpoils  ! 
"  The  crowd  of  little  knaves  in  place,  485 

"  Our  age's  envy  and  diigrace. 
"  Secret  and  fnug,  by  daily  ftealth 
«  The  buly  vermine  pick  up  wealth, 
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*  Then  without  birth  control  the  great,- 

"  Then  without  talents  rule  theflate !  29* 

"  Some  ladies  too — for  ibme  there  are 
"  With  fhame  and  decency  at  war, 
"  Who  on  a  ground  of  pale  threeicore 

Still  fpread  the  role  of  twenty-four, 

And  bid  a  nut-brown  bolbm  glow  295 

With  purer  white  than  lilies  know  j 

Who  into  vice  intrepid  rufh, 

Put  modeft  whoring  to- the  blufh, 

And  with  more  front  engage  a  trooper 

Than  Jenny  Jones  or  Lucy  Cooper.  300 

"  Send  me  each  mifchief- making  nibbler, 
"  'Tis  equal  fenator  or  fcribbler, 
"  Who  on  the  felf-fame  fpot  of  ground, 
"  The  felr-fame  hearers  flaring  round, 
"  Abjure  and  join  with,  praiie  and  blame,  305 

"  Both  men  and  meafures  ftill  the  lame  ; 
tf  Or  ferve  our  foes  with  all  their  might, 
"  By  proving  Britons  dare  not  fight : 
<*'  Slim,  flimfy,  fiddling,  futile,  elves, 
"  They  paint  the  nation  from  themfelVes  ;  310 

te  Lefs  aiming  to  be  wile  than  witty, 
"  And  mighty  pert,  and  mighty  pretty. 

"  Send  me  each  firing — fave  green  and  blue— • 
"  Thefe,  Brother  Towerhill,  wait  for  you. 
"  But,  Lollius,  be  not  in  the  fpleen  ;  315 

"  'Tis  only  Arthur's  Knights  I  mean — 
"  Not  thole  of  old  renown'd  in  fable, 
"  Nor  of  the  Round  but  gaming-table, 
"  \Vho  ev'ry  night,  the  waiters  fay, 
"  Break  ev'ry  law  they  made  by  day  ;  3-2  • 

"  Plunge  deep  our  youth  in  all  the  vice 
"  Attendant  upon  drink  and  dice, 
"  And,  mixing  in  nocturnal  battles, 
'*  Devour  each  others'  goods  and  chattels  j 
"  While  from  the  mouth  of  magic  box,  '32  5 

"  With  curies  dire  and  dreadful  knocks, 
"  They  fling  whole  tenements  away, 
**  Fling  time,  health,  fame — yet  call  it  Plajc ! 
K-  i 
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"  Till,  by  advice  of  fpecial  friends, 

"  The  titled  dupe  a  (harper  ends ;  330 

tc  Or  if  fomedrop  of  noble  blood 

"  Remains,  not  quite  defiTd  to  mud, 

"  The  wretch,  unpity'd  and  alone, 

"  Leaps  headlong  to  the  world  unknown  !"  334. 
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ZEPHYR  : 

OR, 

THE  STRATAGEM. 

Egregian  vero  laurtem  et  fnolia  air.pla  refertis, 
Una  dola  Diyum  fi  fcemina  vifta  duorum  eft. 

3Hje  Argument. 

A  certain  young  lady  was  furprifed,  on  horfeback,  by  a  viole 
wind  and  rain  from  the  fouth-weft,  which  made  her  difmouni 
precipitately. 

THE  god  in  whofe  gay  train  appear 
Thofe  gales  that  wake  the  purple  year, 
Who  lights  up  health,  and  bloom,  and  grace, 
In  Nature's  and  in  Mira's  face ; 

To  fpeak  more  plain,  the  Weftern  wind,  5 

Had  feen  this  brighteft  of  her  kind  $ 
Had  feen  her  oft'  with  fre(h  furprife, 
And  ever  with  defiring  eyes, 
Much  by  her  (hape,  her  look,  her  air, 
Diftinguifh'd  from  the  vulgar  fair,  I  o 

More  by  the  meaning  foul  that  mines 
Thro'  all  her  charms,  and  all  refines  : 
Born  to  command,  yet  turn'd  to  pleafe, 
Her  form  is  dignity  with  eafe  : 

Then — fuch  a  hand  and  fuch  an  aim  1 5 

As  Age  or  Impotence  might  warm  ! 
Juft  fuch  a  leg  too,  Zephyr  knows, 
The  Medicean  Venus  mows. 

So  far  he  fees,  fo  far  admires  j 

Each  charm  is  fuel  to  his  fires  :  20 

But  other  charms,  and  thofe  of  price, 
That  form  the  bounds  of  Paradife, 
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Can  thofe  an  equal  praife  command, 

All  turn'd  by  Nature's  fineft  hand  ? 

Is  all  the  confecrated  ground  25 

With  plumpnefs  firm,  with  fmoothnefs  round  ? 

TKe  world  but  once  one  Zeuxis  favv 
A  faultlefs  form  who  dar'd  to  draw, 
And  then,  that  all  might  perfeft  be, 
All  rounded  off  in  due  degree,  30 

To  furnim  out  the  matchlefs  piece 
Were  rifled  half  the  toafts  of  Greece  : 
'Twas  Pitt's  white  neck,  'twas  Delia's  thigh, 
'Twas  Waldegrave's  iweetly  brilliant  eye  5 
'Twas  gentle  Pembroke's  eafe  and  grace,  35 

And  Hervey  lent  her  maiden-face  : 
But  dares  he  hope  on  Britifh  ground 
That  thefe  may  all  in  one  be  found  ? 
Thefe  chiefly  that  ft  ill  fhun  his  eye  ? 
He  knows  not,  but  he  means  to  tiy.  40 

Aurora  rifing  frefh  and  gay 
Gave  promife  of  a  golden  day. 
Up  with  her  fifter  Mira  rofe 
Four  hours  before  our  London  beaux  j 
'For  thefe  are  ftill  afleep  and  dead,  45 

Save  Arthur's  ions — not  yet  in  bed. 
A  rofe  impearl'd  with  orient  dew, 
Had  caught  the  palling  fair-one's  view  j 
To  pluck  the  bud  he  law  her  ftoop, 
And  tiy'd,  behind,  to  heave  her  hoop  5  50 

Then,  while  acrofs  the  daiiy'd  lawn 
She  tum'd,  to  feed  her  milk-white  fawn, 
Due  eaftward  as  her  fteps  me  bore, 
Would  fwell  her  petticoat  before, 
Would  fubtly  fteal  his  face  between,  5  5 

To  fee — what  never  yet  was  feen  ! 
"  And  fure  to  fan  it  with  his  wing 
"  No  nine-month  fymptom  e'er  can  bring  j 
"  His  aim  is  but  the  nympth  to  pleafe, 
"  Who  daily  courts  his  cooling  breeze."  60 

But  liftening,  fond  believing  Maid  ! 
When  Love,  foft  traitor  !  would  perfuade, 
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With  all  the  moving  fkill  and  grace 
Of  praclis'd  paffion  in  his  face, 

Dread  his  approach,  diftruit  your  pow'r—  65 

For,  oh !  there  is  one  fhepherd's  hour  j 
And  tho'  he  long  his  aim  to  cover, 
May  with  the  friend  dif'guife  the  lover, 
The  fenfe  or  nonfenfe  of  his  wooing 
Will  but  adore  you  into  ruin.  jo 

But  for  thole  butterflies,  the  beaux, 
Who  buzz  around  intinfel  rows, 
Shake  them  off,  with  quick  difdain  j 
Where  infefts  fettle  they  will  ftain. 

Thus  Zephyr  oft*  the  nymph  aflail'd,  75 

As  oft'  his  little  arts  had  faiPd ; 
The  folds  of  filk,  the  ribs  of  whale, 
Refitted  Mill  his  feeble  gale. 
With  thefe  repulfes  vex'd  at  hearty 
Poor  Zephyr  has  recourfeto  art,  So 

And,  his  own  weaknels  to  fupply, 
Calls  in  a  brother  of  the  fky, 
The  rude  South-weft,  whofe  mildeft  play' 
Is  war,  mere  war,  the  Ruffian  way  j 
A  tempeft-maker  by  his  trade,  85 

Who  knows  to  ravifh,  not  periiiade. 
The  terms  of  their  aerial  league, 
How  firft  to  harafs  and  fatigue, 
Then,  found  on  forne  remoter  plain, 
To  ply  her  clofe  with  wind  and  rain  :  50 

Thefe  terms,  writ  fair,  and  feal'd  and  fign'd/ 
Should  Webb  or  Stukely  wifh  to  find, 
Wife  antiquaries,  who  explore 
All  that  has  ever  pafs'd-— and  more, 
Tho1  here  too  tedious  to  be  told,  95 

Are  yorider  in  fome  cloud  enroU'd, 
Thole  floating  regifters  in  air  j 
So  let  them  mount,  and  read  them  there. 

The  grand  alliance  thus  agreed, 

To  inftant  aftion  they  proceed ;  i  c  o- 

For  'tis  in  war  a  maxim  known, 
As  Pruffia's  monarch  well  has  fhovfrn, 


ZEPHYR.  101 

To  break  at  once  upon  your  foe, 

And  ftrike  the  firft  preventive  blow. 

With  Toro's  lungs  in  Toro's  form,  105 

Whole  very  Howd'ye  is  a  ftorm, 

The  dread  South- weft  his  part  begun : 

Thick  clouds,  extinguiming  the  iun, 

At  his  command  from  pole  to  pole 

Dark  fpreading,  o'er  the  fair-one  roll,  no 

Who,  preffing  now  her  fav'rite  fteed, 

Adorn'd  the  pomp  me  deigns  to  lead. 

O  Mira!  to  the  future  blind, 
Th'  infidious  foe  is  cloie  behind  : 
Guard,  guard  your  treaiure,  while  you  can,  115 

Unlefs  this  god  mould  be  the  man. 
For,  lo !  the  clouds,  at  his  known  call, 
Are  clofmg  round — they  burft !  they  fall ! 
While  at  the  charmer,  all  aghaft, 
He  pours  whole  winter  in  a  blaft  ;  120 

Nor  cares,  in  his  impetuous  mood, 
If  natives  founder  on  the  flood, 
If  Britain's  coaft  be  left  as  bare* 
As  he  refolves  to  leave  the  fair. 

Here  gods  refemble  human  breed,  125 

The  world  be  damn'd — ib  they  fucceed. 

Pale,  trembling,  from  her  fteed  me  fled, 
With  filk,  lawn,  linen  round  her  head, 
And  to  the  fawns  who  fed  above 

Unveil'd  the  laft  recefs  of  Love :  1 30 

Each  wond'ring  fawn  was  feen  to  bound*, 
Each  branchy  deer  o'erleap'd  his  mound, 
At  fight  of  that  fequefterM  glade, 
In  all  its  light,  in  all  its  made, 

Which  rifes  there  for  wifeft  ends  :  135 

To  deck  the  temple  it  defends. 

Lo  !  gentle  tenants  of  the  grove, 
For  what  a  thoul'and  heroes  ftrove, 
When  Europe,  Afia,  both  in  aims, 
Diiputed  one  fair  lady's  charms,  140 

*  The  rery  day  on  Which  the  fleet  under  Admiral  Hawke  was  blown  into 
Torkay.    Mallet. 

*  Immemor  herbarum  quo*  eft  mirata  j«venca.    I  try. 
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The  war  pretended  Helen's  eyes*, 

But  this,  believe  it,  was  the  prize : 

This  rouz'd  Achilles'  mortal  ire, 

This  ftrung  his  Homer's  epic  lyre, 

Gave  to  the  world  La  Mancha's  Knight,-  $45 

And  rtill  makes  bulls  and  heroes  fight. 

Yet  tho'  the  diftant  confcious  Mufe 
This  airy  rape  delighted  views, 
Yet  /he  for  honour  guides  her  lays, 
Enjoying  it  diidains  to  praiie.  150 

If  Frenchmen  always  fight  with  odds, 
Are  they  a  pattern  for  the  gods  ? 
Can  Ruflia,  can  th'  Hungarian  Vampiref 
With  whom  caft  in  the  Swedes  and  Empire ; 
Can  four  iuch  pow'rs,  who  one  affail,  155 

Deferve  our  praife  mould  they  prevail  ? 
O  mighty  triumph !  high  renown  ! 
Two  gods  have  brought  one  mortal  dowrrj- 
Have  clubb'd  their  forces  in  a  ftorm 
To  ftrip  one  helplefs  female  form  !  160 

Strip  her  ftark  naked,  yet  confefs 
Such  charms  are  Beauty's  faireft  drefs.- 

But,  all  infenlible  to  blame, 
The  Iky- born  rav 5 fliers  on  flame 

Enchanted  at  the  proipecl:  flood,  165 

And  kifs'd  with  rapture  what  they  view'd. 
Sleek  S**r  too  had  done  no  lels, 
Would  parlbns  here  the  truth  confefs  j 
Nay,  one  briik  peer,  yet  all-alive, 
Would  do  the  fame  at  eighty-five  J.  170 

But  how,  in  colours  foftly-bright, 
Where  ftrength  and  harmony  unite, 
To  paint  the  limbs  that  fairer  fhow 
Than  Maflalina's  borrowed  Ihow; 
To  paint  the  rofe  that,  thro1  its  made,  175 

With  theirs  one  human  eye  furvey'd  ; 

*  Et  fuit  ante  Helencm,  &e.  Hor. 

t  A  certain  mifchievous  demon  that  delights  much  in  human  blooii,  ef 
whom  there  are  many  ftories  told  in  Hungary.  Mallet, 

J.  We  believe  th«re  is  a  miftake  in  this  reading,  forthe  perfbn  heft  inforiTi- 
cil-and  moft  concerned  aflures  us  thut-it  iliould  be  only  leventy-five.  MaU*i. 
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Would  gracious  Phoebus  tell  me  how, 
Would  he  the  genuine  draught  avow,  • 
The  Mule,  a  fecond  Titian  then, 
To  Fame  might  confecrare  her  pen.  i8» 

That  Titian  Nature  gave  of  old 
The  queen  of  Beauty  to  behold, 
Like  Mira  unadorn'd  by  dreis, 
But  all  complete  in  nakednei's, 

Then  bade  his  emulating  art  ,185 

'Tho&  wonders  to  the  world  impart : 
Around  the  ready  Graces  Hand, 
"  With  each  a  penil  in  her  hand*;1' 
Each  heightening  ftroke,  each  happy  line, 
Awakes  to  life  the  form  divine,  I  90 

Till,  rais'd  and  rounded  ev'ry  charm, 
And  all  with  youth  immortal  warm, 
He  fees,  fcarce  crediting  his  eyes, 
He  fees  a  brighter  Venus  rife ! 

But,  to  the  gentle  Reader's  coft,  195 

His  pencil  with  his  life  was  loll  j 
And  Mira  mull  contented  be 
To  live  by  Ramfay  and  by  me. 


WILLIAM  AND  MARGARET. 
I. 

TW  AS  at  the  filent  folemn  hour  . 
When  night  and  morning  meet, 
In  glided  Margaret's  grimly  ghoft, 
And  flood  at  Williams's  feet. 

II. 

Her  face  was  like  an  April  mom  5 

Clad  in  a  wintry  cloud, 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily  hand 
That  held  her  iablemroud. 

III. 

So  fliall  the  faireft  face  appear 
Wh  en  youth  and  years  are  flown  j  I  o 

*  This  line  is  fupplied  to  pfrfcft  the  fenfe  and  rhym^.    It  Is  emittfd  In 
the  edition  by  th«  bookfe!l«r.  of  177* 
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Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  muft  wear 
When  Death  has  reft  their  crown. 

IV. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  fpringing  flow'r 
That  fips  the  filverdew  j 

The  role  was  budded  in  her  cheek,  1 5 

Juft  opening  to  the  view. 

V. 

But  Love  had,  like  the  canker- worm, 
ConfunTd  her  early  prime : 
The  role  grew  pale,  and  left  her  cheek  j 
She  dy'd  before  her  time.  -      20 

VI. 

"  Awake!"  {he  cryM,  "  thy  true  love  calls, 
"  Come  from  her  midnight  grave  5 
"  Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid 
<f  Thy  love  refused  to  fave. 

VII. 

'*  This  is  the  dumb  and  dreary  hour  25 

"  When  injured  ghofts  complain,  • 
"  When  yawning  graves  give  up  their  dead 
"  To  haunt  the  iaithleis  i'wain. 

VIII. 

"  Bethink  thee,  William!  of  thy  fault, 
"  Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath,  30 

*'  And  give  me  back  my  maiden  vow, 
"  And  give  me  back  my  troth. 

IX. 

"  Why  did  you  promife  love  to  me, 
"  And  not  that  promiie  keep? 

"  Why  did  you  fwear  my  eyes  were  bright,  35 

"  Yet  leave  thofe  eyes  to  weep  ? 

-X» 

<l  How  could  you  fay  my  face  was  fair, 
"  Ani  yet  that  face  forfake  ? 
"  How  could  you  win  my  virgin  heart, 
"  Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  ?  40 

XI. 

'*  Why  did  you  fay  my  lip  was  fweet, 
"  And  made  the  fcarlet  pale  ? 
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*'*  And  why  did  I,  young  witlefs  maid! 
"  Believe  the  flattering  tale? 

XII. 

"  Tha,t  face,  alas  !  no  more  is  fair,  45 

"  Thofe  lips  no  longer  red  : 
"  Dark  are  my  eyes,  nowclos'd  in  death, 
"  And  ev'ry  charm  is  fied. 

XIII. 

"  The  hungry  worm  my  filter  is ; 
"  This  wind  ing  meet  I  wear;  50 

"  And  cold  and  weary  lalls  our  night, 
**  Till  that  lait  morn  appear. 

XJV. 

"  But,  hark  !  the  cock  has  warn' d  me  hence j 
<(  A  long  and  late  adieu  ! 

<f  Come  lee,  falfe  Man!  how  low  me  lies  55 

"  Who  dy'd  for  love  of  you." 
XV. 

The  lark  fung  loud,  the  morning  muTd 
With  beams  of  rol'y  red ; 
Pale  William  quak'd  inev'ry  limb, 
And  raving  left  his  bed.  60 

XVI. 

He  hy'd  him  to  the  fatal  place 
Where  Mai-^'ret's  body  lay, 
And  rtretch'd  him  on  the  green- grafs  turf 
That  wrapo'd  her  breathlels  clay. 

XVII. 

And  thrice  he  call'd  on  Margaret's  name,  6  5 

And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore, 
Then  laid  his  cheek  to  her  cold  grave, 
And  word  ipoke  never  more  *  !  6  8 

•  In  a  comedy  of  Fletcher,  called  The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Ptftl«i  "W 
McrrythouKh:  c::t.-rs  repeating  the  following  verfcs  : 

When  it  v. .  r  rrowuto  dark  midnitlit, 

And  all  wort  fait  afleep, 

In  came  Marjj'i'-C's  j-.rin.l/  6hort, 

Andftuod  at  William's  feet. 

This  was,  probably,  the  beginning  of  fotne  ballad  commonly  known  at  the 
time  when  that  au'.hor  wrote,  and  is  all  of  it,  I  belive,  that  is  any  where  to 
be  met  with.  Tiid'c  lines,  naked  of  orn.imen:,  and  fimple  as  they  are,  ilruete 
tr,y  fancy,  and  brin^in?  lvc:h  into  my  mind  an  unhappy  adventure  math  talk 
ed  of  formerly,  k'.ave  Lirth  to  the  foregoing  Poem,  which  was  written  uuny 
>  e  trs  ago.  Mullet. 

An  elegant.Latin  imit.-.tiofl  of  this  ballad  is  printed  in  the  Works  of  Via* 
cent  Bourne* 


EDWIN  AND  EMMA*. 

Mark  it  Cefario,  it  is  true  and  plain; 

The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun, 

And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with  bones 

Do  ufe  to  chaunt  it:  it  is  filly  footh, 

And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love 

Like  the  old  age.  SHAKESP.  TWELFTH  NIGHT. 

I, 

FAR  in  the  windings  of  a  vale, 
Faft  by  a  fhelt'ring  wood, 
The  f  afe  retreat  of  Health  and  Peace, 
An  humble  cottage  flood : 

II. 

There  beauteous  Emma  flourifh'd  fair  5 

Beneath  a  mother's  eye, 
Whofe  only  wifh  on  earth  was  now 
To  fee  herblefs?d  and  die. 

III. 

The  fofteft  bluih  that  Nature  fpreads, 
pave  colour  to  her  cheek ;  10 

*  Extract  tfa  letter  from  the  curate  (f  Bowes,  in  Yortfliire^  on  tbefutjeO  if  this 

Poem,    fo  Mr.  Cofferthwatte,  at  Marrick. 
WORTHY  SIR, 

«*  As  to  the  affair  mentioned  in  your's,  it  happened  long  before  my  time:  I 
have  therefore  been  obliged  to  confult  my  clerk,  and  another  perfon  in  the 
neighbourhood,  for  the  truth  of  that  melancholy  event.  The  hinory  of  ir  is 
as  follows.  The  family-name  of  the  young  man  was  fVrigbtfom  and  of  the 
maiden  Railtw  They  were  both  much  of  the  fame  age,  that  is,  growing 
up  to  twenty.  In  their  birth  was  no  difparity;  but  in  fortune,  alas!  <he 
was  his  inferior.  His  father,  a  hard  old  man,  who  had  by  his  toil  acquired  a 
hanrtfome  competency,expefted  and  required  that  his  fon  fhould  marry  fiiitablyj 
but  as  amor  vincit  omnia,  his  heart  was  unalterably  fixed  on  the  pretty  yourg 
creature  already  named.  Their  courtship,  which  was  all  by  ftealth,  unknown 
to  the  family,  continued  about  a  year :  when  it  was  found  out,  old  Wright- 
fon,  his  wife,  and  particularly  their  crooked  daughter  Hannah,  flouted  at 
the  maiden,  and  treated  her  with  notable  contempt;  for  they  held  it  as  a 
maxim,  and  a  ruflic  one  it  is,  '  that  blood  is  nothing  without  groats.'  The 
young  lover  fickened,  and  took  to  his  bed  about  Shrove-Tuefday,  and  died  the 
Sunday  fe'ennight  after.  On  the  laft  day  of  his  illnefs  he  defired  to  fee  his 
miftrefs :  me  was  civilly  received  by  the  mother,  who  bid  her  welcome--- 
when  it  was  too  late ;  but  her  daughter  Hannah  lay  at  his  back  to  cut  them 
off  from  all  opportunity  of  exchanging  their  thoughts.  At  her  return  home, 
on  hearing  the  bell  toll  out  for  his  departure,  /he  fcreamed  aloud  that  he/ 
heart  was  burft,  and  expired  fome  moments  after.  The  then  curate  of 
*'  Bowes*  inferted  it  in  the  regilVer  that  they  both  died  of  love,  and  were  bu- 
"  ried  in  the  fame  grave,  March  15,  1714.  lam, 

«  Dear  Sir, 

"  Tour's,  &c." 

»  Bowes  is  a  fmall  village  in  Yorkrtiire,  where,  in  former  times,  the  Earls 
of  Richmond  had  a  caftle.  It  (lands  on  the  edge  of  that  mountainous  traft 
named  by  the  neighbouring  people  Stanemore^  which  is  always  expofed  to 
wind  and  weather,  defolate  and  folitary  throughout.  CAMD.  BRIT. 
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Such  orient  colour  imiles  thro1  Heav'n 
When  vernal  mornings  break. 
IV. 

Nor  let  the  pride  of  great  ones  fcorn 
This  charmer  of  the  plains  j 

That  fun  who  bids  their  diamond  blaze,  15 

To  paint  our  lily  deigns. 

Long  had  me  fill'd  each  youth  with  love, 

Each  maiden  with  defpair, 

And  tho1  by  all  a  wonder  own'd, 

Yet  knew  not  (he  was  fair  j  20 

VI. 

Till  Edwin  came,  the  pride  of  fwains ! 
A  foul  devoid  of  art, 
And  from  whole  eye  ferenely  mild, 
Shone  forth  the  feeling  heart. 

VII. 

A  mutual  flame  was  quickly  caught,  25 

Was  quickly  too  reveal'd, 
For  neither  bofom  lodg'd  a  wifh 
That  virtue  keeps  conceaPd. 

VIII. 

What  happy  hours  of  home-felt  blifs 
Did  love  on  both  bellow  !  30 

But  blifs  too  mighty  long  to  laft 
Where  fortune  proves  a  foe. 

IX. 

His  filler,  who  like  Envy  form'd, 
Like  her  in  mischief  joy'd, 

To  work  them  harm,  with  wicked  (kill  3  5 

Each  darker  art  employed. 

-A.  • 

The  father  too,  a  fordid  man! 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew, 

Was  all-unfeeling  as  the  clod 

From  whence  his  riches  grew.  40 

XI. 

Long  had  he  feen  their  fecret  flame, 
And  feen  it  long  unmov'd  ; 

L  2 
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Then  with  a  father's  frown  at  laft 
Had  fternlydifapprov'd: 

XII. 

In  Edwin's  gentle  heart  a  war  4-5 

Of  diff'ring  paffions  ftrove  j 
His  heart,  that  durft  not  dilbbey 
Yet  could  not  cealeto  love. 

XIII. 

Deny'd  her  fight,  he  oft  behind 
The  fp reading  hawthorn  crept, 
To  match  a  glance,  to  mark  the  fpot 
Where  Emma  walk'd  and  wept. 

IV.  I 

Off,  too,  on  Stanemore's  wintry  walle, 
Beneath  the  moonlight  fhade,   '  / 

In  fighs  to  pour  his  ibften'd  foul  5t, 

The  midnight  mourner  ftray'd. 
XV. 

His  cheek,  w'here  health  with  beauty  glow'd, 
A  deadly  pale  o' ere  aft ; 
So  fades  the  frefh  role  in  its  prime 
Before  the  northern  blaft.  $0 

XVI. 

The  parents  now,  with  late  remorfe, 
Hung  o'er  his  dying  bed,  ( 

And  wearied  Heav'n  with  fmitkfs  vows, 
And  fruitlds  forrow  ihed.      <> 

XVII. 

<{  'Tis  paft,"  he  cry'd, — <f  but  if  your  fouls  65' 

*•'  Sweet  mercy  yet  can  move, 
"  Letthefe  dim  eyes  once  more  behold 
"  What  they  muft  ever  love." 
XVIII. 

She  came;  his  cold  hand  foftly  touch'd, 
And  bath'd  with  many  a  tear :  7° 

Faft  falling  o'er  the  primrofe  pale 
So  morning  dews  appear. 

XIX. 

But,  oh!  his  fitter's  jealous  care, 
A  cruel  lifter  me! 


VERSES,  &£t  109 

Forbade  what  Emma  came  to  fay,  75 

"  My  Edwin!  live  for  me." 
XX. 

Now,  homeward  as  (he  hopelefs  wept 
The  churchyard  path  along, 
The  blaft  blew  cold,  the  dark  owl  fcreanVd 
Her  lover's  fun'ral  fong.  80 

XXL 

Amid  the  falling  gloom  of  night 
Her  Harding  fancy  found 

ev'ry  bu(h  his  hovVing  (hade, 
i  groan  in  ev'ry  found. 

XXII. 

lone,  appall'd,  thus  had  (he  pafs'd  8^ 

he  vifionary  vale — 

Vhen,  lo !  the  death-bell  fmote  her  ear, 
xl  founding  in  the  gale. 

xxni. 

juft  then  (he  reach'd  with  trembling  ftep, 

Her  aged  mother's  door—  90 

"  He's  gone !"  (he  cry'd, ••"  and  I  (hall  fee 

"  That  angel  face  no  more ! 

XXIV. 

"  I  feel,  I  feel,  this  breaking  heart 
"  Beat  high  againft  my  fide— " 
From  her  white  arm  down  funk  her  head : 
^he  (hiv'ring  figh'd  and  dy'd.  $6 

VERSES 

PRESENTED    TO    THE    PRINCE    OF    ORANGE, 

On  bis  wl/iting  Oxford  in  the  year  1734. 

RECEIVE,  lov'd  Prince!  the  tribute  of  our  praiie, 
This  hatty  welcome  in  unfinUh'd  layvS : 
At  beft,  the  pomp  of  fong,  the  paint  of  art, 
Difp'lay  the  genius,  but  not  fpeak  the  heart} 
And  oft',  as  ornament  muft  truth  fupply,  £ 

Are  but  the  fplendid  colouring  of  a  lie. 
Thefe  need  not  here  j  for  to  a  foul  lik«  thine 
Truth  plain  and  fimple  will  more  lovely  (bine* 
L    3 
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The  truly  good  but  wifh  the  verie  fmcere  ; 

Tney  court  no  flatt'ry  who  no  cenfure  fear.  ro 

Such  Naflau  is,  the  faireft,  gentleft  mind, 
In  blooming  youth  the  Titus  of  mankind,- 
Crowds  who  to  hail  thy  wimM  appearance  ran, 
Forgot  the  prince,  topraifeand  love  the  man. 
Such  fenfe  with  fwcetnefs,  grandeur  mix'd  with  'cafe  ! 
Our  nobler  youth  will  learn  of  thee  to'pleafe  :  16 

Thy  bright  example  mall  our  world  adorn, 
And  charm  in  gracious  princes  yet  unborn. 

Nor  deem  this  verfe  from  venal  art  proceeds, 
That  vice  of  courts,  the  foil  for  baneful  weeds.         20 
Here  candour  dwells,  here  honeft  truths  are  taught, 
To  guide  and  govern,  not  diiguile,  the  thought. 
See  thefe  enlightened  fages  who  prefide 
O'er  Learning's  empire  j  fee  the  youth  they  guide  ! 
Behold  all  faces  are  in  traniport  dreft  !  25 

But  thofe  moft  wonder  who  difcern  thee  beft. 
At  fight  of  thee  each  free-born  haart  receives 
A  joy  the  fight  of  princes  rarely  gives, 
From  tyrants  fprung,  and  oft'  themielves  defigu"d 
By  Fate  the  future  Neroes  of  their  kind  :  30 

But  tho'  thy  blood,  we  know,  tranfmitted  fprings 
From  laurel]  M  heroes  and  from  warrior  kings, 
Thro*  that  high  feries  we  delighted  trace 
The  friends  of  liberty  and  human  race ! 

Oh!  born  to  glad  and  animate  our  Ifle  !  35 

For  thee  our  heav'ns  look  pleas 'd,  our  fealbns  fmile  j 
For  thee,  late  objeft  of  our  tender  fears, 
When  thy  life  droop'd  and  Britain  was  in  tears, 
All -cheering  Health,  the  goddefs  rofy-fair, 
Attended  by  foft  funs  and  vernal  air,  40 

Sought  thofe  fam'd  fprings  *  where,  each  affli&ive  hour, 
.Diirafe,  and  age,  and  pain,  invoke  her  pow'r : 
She  came,  and  while  to  thee  the  current  flows, 
IJour'd  all  herfelf,  and  in  thy  cup  arofe  ; 
'Hence  to  thy  cheek  that  inftant  bloom  der'vM !          45 
Hence  with  thy  health  the  weeping  world  revived ! 


VERSES,   &c.  Ill 

Proceed  to  emulate  thy  race  divine  ;• 
A  life  ot  action  and  of  praife  be  thine  ! 
Affert  the  titles  genuine  to  thy  blood, 
By  nature  daring,  but  hy  reafon  good.  50 

So  great,  fo  glorious,  thy  forefathers  fhone, 
No  ion  of  their's  muft  liope  to  live  unknown  : 
Their  deeds  will  place  thy  virtue  full  in  light, 
Thy  vice,  if  vice  thou  haft,  in  ftronger  light. 
If  to  thy  fair  beginnings  nobly  true,  55- 

Think  what  the  world  may  claim,  and  thou  muft  do: 
The  honours  that  already  grace  thy  name 
Have  fix'd  thy  choice,  and  force  thee  into  fame  : 
Ev'n  fhe,  bright  Anna !  whom  thy  worth  has  won, 
Infpires  thee  what  to  feek  and  what  to  fhun :  60 

Rich  in  all  outward  grace,  th'  exalted  fair 
Makes  the  foul's  beauty  her  peculiar  care, 
O!  be  your  nuptials  crown 'd  with  glad  increaie 
Of  fons  in  war  renown  \1,  and  great  in  peace  j 
Of  daughters  fair  and  faithful,  to  fupply 
The  patriot  race,  till  Nature's  felf  fhall  die !  66 

VERSES 

Qccafioned  by  Dr.   Tracer's  rebuilding  part  of  the  Vni- 
ver/ity  of  Aberdeen. 

JN  times  long  pad,  ere  Wealth  was  Learning's  foe, 
Anddar'd  defpife  the  worth  lie  would  not  know; 
•e  mitred  Pride,  which  arts  alone  had  rais'd, 
Thofe  very  arts  in  others  faw  unprais'd ; 
Friend  to  mankind*,  a  prelate  good  and  great  5 

The  Mufes  courted  to  this  fafe  retreat  ; 
Fix'd  each  fair  virgin,  decent,  in  her  cell, 
With  learned  Lei  lure  and  with  Peace  to  dwell. 
The  fabric  nnifhM,  to  thefov'relgn's  famef, 
His  own  neglecling,  he  transferr'd  his  claim :  1  c 

Here  by  (ucceflTive  worthies  well  was  taught 
Whate'er  enlightens  or  exalts  the  thought: 
With  labour  planted,  and  improved  with  care, 
Th-  various  tree  of  knowledge  flourifti'd  fair  j 

*  Biihop  Elphinfton. 
t  Callinj  it  King's  Collese,  In  compliment  to  Jsmes  IV. 


112  VERSES,  &C. 

Mild  and  ferene  the  kindly  ieafons  roll'd,  15 

And  Science  long  enjoy *d  her  Age  of  Gold. 

Now,  dire  reverie !  impaired  by  lapfe  of  years, 
A  falling  wafle  the  Mules1  feat  appeal's. 
O'er  her  grey  roofs,  with  baneful  ivy  bound, 
Time,  lure  deftroyer,  walks  his  hoftile  round :  20 

Silent  and  now,  and  ceaielefs  in  his  toil, 
He  mines  each  wall,  he  moulders  ev'ry  pile! 
Ruin  hangs  hov'ring  o'er  the  fated  place, 
And  dumb  Oblivion  comes  with  mended  pace. 

Sad  Learning's  Genius,  with  a  father's  fear,          45 
Beheld  the  total  defolation  near ; 
Beheld  the  Mufes  ftretch  the  wing  to  fly, 
And  fix'd  on  heav'n  his  iorrow-ltreaming  eye! 

From  heav'n,  in  that  dark  hour,  commimon'd  came 
Mild  Charity,  ev'n  there  the  tbremoft  name :  30 

Sweet  Pity  flew  before  her,  foftly  bright, 
At  whofe  felt  influence  Nature  I'mil'd  with  light. 

"  Hear,  and  rejoice!" — the  gracious  pow'r  begun — 
"  Already  fir'd  by  me,  thy  fav'rite  fon 
"  This  ruin'd  fcene  remarks  with  filial  eyes,  35 

"  And  from  its  fall  bids  fairer  fabrics  rile. 
"  Ev'n  now,  behold !  where  crumbling  fragments  grey, 
"  In  duft  deep-bury 'd,  loft  to  mem'ry,  lay, 
"  The  column  fwells,  the  well-knit  arches  bend, 
"  The  round  dome  widens,  and  the  roofs  afcend!     40 

"  Nor  ends  the  bounty  thus :  by  him  beftow'd, 
"  Here  Science  mall  her  richeft  ftores  unload  : 
* l  Whatever  long-hid  Philofophy  has  found, 
"  Or  the  Mufe  fung,  with  living  laurel  erown'd } 
"  Or  Hiftory  defcry'd,  far- looking  fage!  45 

ft  In  the  dark  doubtfulnefs  of  diftant  age  5 
"  Thefe,  thy  beft  wealth,  with  curious  choke  combined, 
"  Now  treafur'd  here,  mall  form  the  ftudious  mind  j 
'*  To  wits  unborn  the  wanted  fuccours  give, 
"  And  fire  the  Bard  whom  Genius  means  to  live.     50 

"  But  teach  thy  fons  the  gentle  laws  of  peace  j 
"  Let  low  ielf- love  and  pedant  difcord  ceaie; 
"  Their  objecl:  truth,  utility  their  aim, 
*'  One  fbeial  fpirit  reign^  in  all  the  farm  : 
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"  Thus  aided,  arts  mall  with  frelh  vigour  moot,       55 
"  Their  cultur'd  blolfoms  ripen  into  iruit, 
ff  Thy  faded  ftar  difpenfe  a  brighter  ray, 
**  And  each  glad  Mule  renew  her  nob  left  lay.'*  58 

VERSES 

WRITTEN  FOR,  AND  GIVEN  IN  PRINT  TO,  A  BEGGAR. 

O  MERCY !  HeavVs  firft  attribute, 
Whole  care  embraces  man  and  brute, 
Behold  me,  where  I  miv'ring  ftand ; 
Bid  gentle  Pity  ftretch  her  hand 

To  Want  and  Age,  Difeafe  and  Pain,  5 

That  all  in  one  lad  object  reign. 
Still  feeling  bad,  fti  11  fearing  worie, 
Exiftence  is  to  me  a  curie ; 
Yet  how  to  dole  this  weary  eye  ? 

By  my  own  hand  I  dare  not  die  5  10 

And  Death,  the  friend  of  human  woes, 
Who  brings  the  laft  and  found  repoie, 
Death  does  at  dreadful  diftance  keep, 
Aaid  leaves  one  wretch  to  wake  and  weej».  14 

A  WINTER'S  DAY. 

WRITTEN    IN    A    STATE    OF    MELANCHOLY. 

NOW, gloomy  Soxil!  lookout  ---now comes  thy  turn ; 
With  thee  behold  all  ravaged  nature  mourn. 
Hail  the  dim  empire  of  thy  darling  night, 
That  fpreads  ilow-mading  o'er  the  vapquifh'd  light. 
Look  out  with  joy ;  the  ruler  of  the  day  5 

Faint,  as  thy  hopes,  emits  a  glimm'ring  ray  j 
Already  exil'd  to  the  utmoft  Iky, 
Hither,  oblique,  he  turn'd  his  clouded  eye. 
Lo!  from  the  limits  of  the  wintry  pole 
Mountainous  clouds  in  rude  confufion  roll ;  10 

In  dilinal  pomp,  now  hov'ring  on  their  way, 
To  a  lick  twilight  they  reduce  the  day. 
And  hark !  impriibn'd  winds,  broke  loole,  arife, 
And  roar  their  haughty  triumph  thro*  the  Ikies, 
While  the  driven  clouds,  o'er  charg'd  with  floods  of  rain, 
And  mingled  lightning,  burft  upon  the  plain.  16 
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Now  fee  lad  earth— like  thine  her  altered  ftate, 
Like  thee  (he  mourns  her  fad  reverie  of  fate ! 
Her  fmile,  her  wanton  looks— where  are  they  now? 
Faded  her  face,  and  wrapt  in  clouds  her  brow !  ^9 

No  more  th'  ungrateful  verdure  of  the  plain, 
No  more  the  wealth-crowned  labours  of  the  Iwain  j 
Thefe  fcenes  of  blifs  no  more  upbraid  my  fate, 
Torture  my  pining  thought,  and  rouie  my  hate } 
The  leaf-clad  foreil  and  the  tufted  grove,  25 

Erewhile  the  fafe  retreats  of  happy  love, 
Stripp'd  of  their  honours,  naked  now  appear  j 
This  is— my  £oul !  the  winter  of  their  year ; 
The  little  noify  fongfters  of  the  wing, 
All  fhiv'ringon  the  bough,  forget  to  ling.  30 

Hail,  rev'rend  Silence !  with  thy  awful  brow, 
Be  Mufic's  voice  forever  mute— as  now  j 
Let  no  intrufive  joy  my  dead  repofe 
Difturb— no  pleafure  difconcert  my  woes. 

In  this  mol's-cover'd  cavern  hopelefs  laid  3  5 

On  the  cold  cliff  I'll  lean  my  aching  head, 
And,  pleased  with  Winter's  wafte,  unpitying  fee 
All  nature  in  an  agony  with  me. 
Rough  rugged  rocks,  wet  marfhes,  ruin'd  tow'rs, 
Bare  trees,  brown  brakes,  bleak  heaths,  and  rufhy  moors, 
Dead  floods,  huge  cataracls,  to  my  pleas'd  eyes —     41 
(Now  I  can  fmile)— in  wild  dif order  rife; 
And  now,  the  various  dreadfulnefs  combin'd, 
Black  Melancholy  comes  to  doze  my  mind. 

See !  Night's  wifiVd  fhades  rife  fpreading  thro'  the  air, 
And  the  lone  hollow  gloom  for  me  prepare  I  46 

Hail,  folitary  ruler  of  the  grave! 
Parent  of  terrors !  from  thy  dreary  cave ! 
Let  thy  dumb  filence  midnight  all  the  ground, 
And  fpread  a  welcome  horror  wide  around.---  $'• 

But  hark!— a  Hidden  howl  invades  my  ear!/ 
The  phantoms  of  the  dreadful  hour  are  near ; 
Shadows  from  each  dark  cavern  now  combine, 
And  ftalk  around,  and  mix  their  yells  with  mine. 

Stop,  flying  Time  !  repofe  thy  reftlefs  wing  ;         55 
Fix  here— nor  haftento  reftore  thefpring: 
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Fix'd  my  ill  fate,  fo  fix'd  let  winter  be — 

Let  never  wanton  feafon  laugh  at  me.  58 

A  FRAGMENT. 

#  #  #  # 

FAIR  Morn  afcends ;  foft  Zephyr's  wing 
O'er  hill  and  vale  renews  the  fpring  j 
Where  fown  profufely  herb  and  flow'r 
Of  balmy  fmell,  of  healing  pow'r, 
Their  fouls  in  fragrant  dews  exhale,  5 

And  breathe  frefh  life  in  ev'ry  gale. 
Here  fpreads  a  green  expanle  of  plains, 
Where  fweetly-penfive  Silence  reigns  j 
And  there,  at  utmoft  ftretch  of  eye, 
A  mountain  fades  into  the  fky  j  10 

While  winding  round,  diffus'd  and  deep, 
A  river  rolls  with  founding  fweep. 
Of  human  art  no  traces  near, 
I  feem  alone  with  Nature  here ! 

Here  are  thy  walks,  O  facred  Health !  1 5 

The  monarch's  blifs,  the  beggar's  wealth, 
The  feas'ning  of  all  good  below! 
The  fov'reign  friend  in  joy  or  woe ! 
O  thou !  moft  courted,  moft  defpis'd, 
And  but  in  abfence  duly  priz'd !  *o 

Pow'r  of  the  foft  and  rofy  face, 
The  vivid  pulfe,  the  vermil  grace, 
The  fpirits  when  they  gayerc  mine, 
Youth,  beauty,  plealure,  all  are  thine ! 
O  fun  of  life!  whofe  heav'nly  ray  25 

Lights  up  and  cheers  our  various  day, 
The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears, 
The  ftorm  of  fate,  the  cloud  of  years, 
Till  Nature,  with  thy  parting  light, 
Repofes  late  in  Death's  calm  night :  30 

Fled  from  the  trophy'd  roofs  of  ftate, 
Abodes  of  fplendid  pain  and  hate  ; 
Fled  from  the  couch  where  in  fweet  deep 
Hot  Riot  would  his  anguifh  fteep, 
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But  tofTes  thro'  the  midnight  fhade,  35 

Of  death  of  life  alike  afraid  j 

For  ever  fled  to  fliady  cell, 

Where  TempVance,  where  theMufes  dwell  i 

Thou  off  art  feen,  at  early  dawn, 

Slow-pacing  o'er  the  breezy  lawn  j  4.0 

Or  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high, 

In  filence  feafting  ear  and  eye 

With  long  and  profpeft,  which  abound 

From  birds,  and  woods,  and  waters  round. 

But  when  the  fun,  with  noontide  ray,  45 

Flames  forth  intolerable  day  j 
While  Heat  fits  fervent  on  the  plain, 
With  Thirft  and  Languor  in  his  train, 
All  Nature  fick'ning  in  tfye  blaze, 
Thou,  in  the  wild  and  woody  maze  50 

Thafclouds  the  vale  with  umbrage  deep, 
Impendent  from  the  neighboring  fteep, 
Wilt  find  betimes  a  calm  retreat, 
Where  breathing  Coolnefs  has  her  feat. 

There  plung'd  amid  the  lhadows  brown,  5$ 

Imagination  lays  him  down, 

Attentive,  in  his  airy  mood, 

To  ev'ry  murmur  of  the  wood : 

The  bee,  in  yonder  flow'ry  nook, 

The  chidings  of  the  headlong  brook,  63 

The  green  leaf  fhiv'ring  in  the  gale, 

The  warbling  hill,  the  lowing  vale, 

The  diitant  woodman's  echoing  ftroke, 

The  thunder  of  the  falling  oak: 

From  thought  to  thought  in  vifion  led,  6  5 

He  holds  high  converie  with  the  dead, 

Sages  or  poets.     See!  they  rife, 

And  lhadowy  (kirn  before  his  eyes. 

Hark!  Orpheus ftrikes  the  lyre  again, 

That  foften'd  favages  to  men : 

Lo,  Socrates!  the  lent  ofHeav'n, 

To  whom  its  moral  will  was  giv'n : 

Fathers  and  friends  of  human-kind, 

They  foim'd  the  nations,  orrenn'd} 
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With  all  that  mends  the  head  and  heart,  7  5 

Enlightening  truth,  adorning  art. 

While  thus  I  mus'd  beneath  the  made, 
At  once  the  founding  breeze  vas  laid, 
And  Nature,  by  the  unknown  law, 
Shook  deep  with  reverential  awe.  80 

Dumb  fiknce  grew  upon  the  hour, 
A  browner  night  involved  the  bow'r; 
When,  idiiing  from  the  inmoft  wood, 
Appeared  fair  Freedom's  genius  good. 
O Freedom!  fov'reign  boon  of Hcav'n,  85 

Great  charter  with  our  being  giv'n, 
For  which  the  patriot  and  the  iage 
Have  plann'd,have  bled,  thro'  ev'ry  age ! 
High  privilege  of  human  race,  * 

Beyond  a  mortal  monarch's  grace,  90 

Who  could  not  give,  nor  can  reclaim, 
What  but  from  God  immediate  clme !  92. 

#  *   #  * 

A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 
I. 

YE  midnight  Shads !  o'er  Nature  fpread 
Dumb  filence  of  the  dreary  hour  j 
In  honour  of  th'  approaching  dead 
Around  your  awful  terrors  pour. 
Yes,  pour  around  5 

On  this  pale  ground, 
Thro'  all  this  deep  furrounding  gloom, 
The  (bber  thought, 
The  tear  untaught, 
Thofe  meeteft  mourners  at  a  tomb.  10 

II. 

I.o !  as  the  furplic'd  train  draw  near 
To  this  laft  manfion  of  mankind, 
The  (low  lad  bell,  the  fable  bier, 
In  holy  mufings  wrap  the  mind  I 

And  while  tin  a- beam,  I? 

"With  trembling  itream, 
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Attending  tapers  faintly  dart, 

Each  mouldMng  bone, 

Each  iculptur'd  itone, 

Strikes  mute  inftru&ion  to  the  heart.  20 

III. 

Now  let  the  facred  organ  blow 
With  foleinn  paufe  and  founding  flow ; 
Now  let  the  voice  due  meafure  keep, 
In  ftrains  that  figh  and  words  that  weep, 
Till  all  the  vocal  current  blended  roll,  25 

Not  to  deprefs,  but  lift  the  foaring  foul. 

IV. 

To  lift  it  in  the  Maker's  praife, 
Who  firft  informed  our  frame  with  breath, 
And  after  fome  few  ftormy  days 

Now  gracious  gives  us  o'er  to  death.  30 

No  king  of  fears 
In  him  appears 

Who  fhuts  the  Icene  of  human  woes  ? 
Beneath  his  made 

Securely  laid  3  5 

The  dead  alone  find  true  repofe. 

V. 

Then  while  we  mingle  duft  with  duft, 
To  One  fupremely  good  and  wife 
Raife  hallelujahs.     God  is  juft, 

And  man  moft  happy  when  he  dies.  40 

His  winter  paft, 
Fair  Spring  at  laft 
Receives  him  on  her  flow'ry  more, 
Where  Pleafure's  rofe 
Immortal  blows, 

And  Sin  and  Sorrow  are  no  more.  46 

ON  AN  AMOROUS  OLD  MAN. 

STILL  hov'ring  round  the  fair  at  fixty-four, 
Unfit  to  love,  unable  to  ^ive  o'er  j 
Aflem-fly,  that  juft  flutters  on  the  wing,  3 

Awake  to  buzz,  but  not  alive  to  fting  j 
Briflc  where  he  cannot,  backward  where  he  can, 
The  tcafmg  ghoft  of  the  departed  man.  6 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  ANSON.      Uy 

ON  I.  H.  ESQ. 

THE  youth  had  wit  himfelf,  ancT  could  afford 
A  witty  neighbour  his  good  word. 
Tho'  fcandal  was  his  joy,  he  would  not  fwear : 
An  oath  had  made  the  ladies  ftare. 
At  them  he  duly  drefs'd,  but  without  paffion  :  5 

His  only  miftrefs  was  the  fafhion. 
His  verle  with  fancy  glitter'd,  cold  and  faint  j 
Hisprofe  with  fenfe  correftly  quaint. 
Trifles  he  lovM  j  he  tafted  arts : 
At  once  a  fribble  and  a  man  of  parts.  i  o 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  ANSON, 

ADDRESSED  TO  HER  FATHER,  1761. 

OCrown'd  with  honour,  blefs  \iwith  length  of  days ! 
Thou  whom  the  wile  revere,  the  worthy  praile  : 
Juft  guardian  of  thofe  laws  thy  voice  explain'd, 
And  meriting  all  titles  thou  hall  gained — 
Tho'  ftill  the  faireft  from  Heav'n's  bounty  flow,         5 
For  good  and  great  no  monarch  can  beftow  ; 
Yet  thus  of  health,  of  fame,  of  friends,  pofTefs'd, 
No  fortune,  Hardwicke !  is  fmcerely  blefs'd : 
All  human-kind  are  fons  of  Sorrow  born  ; 
The  great  muft  fuffer,  and  the  good  muft  mourn.      10 

For  fay,  can  Wiidom's  lelf,  what  late  was  thine, 
Can  Fortitude,  without  a  figh  refign  ? 
Ah  !  no  :  when  Love,  when  Reafon,  hand  in  hand, 
O'er  the  cold  um  confenting  mourners  ftand, 
The  firmed  heart  diflblves  to  (often  here,  1 5 

And  Piety  applauds  the  falling  tear. 
Thofe  facred  drops,  by  virtuous  Weaknefs  fhed, 
Adorn  the  living,  while  they  grace  the  dead'j 
From  tender  thought  their  lource  unblam'd  they  draw, 
By  Heav'n  approved,  and  true  to  Nature's  law.        ^o 

When  his  lov'd  child  the  Roman  could  not  fave, 
Immortal  Tully,  from  an  earty  grave*, 
No  common  forms  his  home-felt  paflion  kept, 
The  fage,  the  patriot,  in  the  parent  wept : 

*  Tullia  died  about  the  age  of  two-and-thirty.  She  is  celebrated  fbr  her 
filial  piety,  and  for  having  added  to  the  ufnal  graces  of  her  fex  the  more 
ftlid  accomplishments  of  knowledge  and  polite  letter*.  Mallet, 
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And,  O  !  by  grief  ally'd,  as  join'd  in  fame,  a 5 

The  lame  thy  lofs,  thy  forrows  arc  the  fame. 
She  whom  the  Mules,  whom  the  Loves,  deplore, 
Ev'n  fbe,  thy  pride  and  pleafure,  is  no  more  ^ 
In  bloom  of  years,  in  all  her  virtue's  bloom, 
Loft  to  thy  hopes,  and  lilent  in  the  tomb.  30 

O  feafon  marked  by  mourning,  and  defpair ! 
Thy  blaiis  how  fatal  to  die  young  and  fair  ! 
For  vernal  frefhnefs,  for  the  .balmy  breeze,, 
Thy  tainted  winds  came  pregnant  with  difeafc  j 
Sick  Nature  funk  before  the  mortal  breach,  35 

That  fcatter'd  fever,  agony  and  death. 
What  funerals  have  thy  cruel  ravage  fpread  ! 
What  eyes  have  ficw'd  !  what  noble  bolbms  bledi -^ 

Here  let  Reflection  fix  Her  fober  view ; 
O  think  who  fuffer  and  who  figh  with  you.  40 

See  rudely  matched,  in  all  her  pride  of  charms, 
Bright  Granby  from  a  youthful  hufband's  arms  ! 
In  ciimes  far  diftant  fee  that  hufband  mourn,, 
Hte  arms  reversed,  his  recent  laurel  torn  ! 
Behold  again,  at  Fate's  imperious  call,  45 

In  one  dread  inftant  blooming  Lincoln  fall ! 
See  her  lov'd  lord  with  Ipeechlefs  anguilh  bend ! 
And,  mixing  tears  with  his,  thy  nobleft  friend, 
Thy  ?elham,  turn  on  heav'n  his  ftreamhig  eye  j 
Again  in  her  he  fees  a  brother  die  1  50 

And  he  who,  long  unfliaken  and  ferene, 
Had  death  in  each  dire  form  of  terror  feen, 
Thro'  worlds  unknown  o'er  unknown  oceans  toft, 
By  love  fubdu'd,  now  weeps  a  confort  loft  ; 
Now  lunk  to  fondnefs  all  the  man  appears,  55 

His  front  dejecled,  and  his  foul  in  tears. 

Yet  more  j  nor  thou  the  Mule's  voice  difdaln, 
Who  fondly  tries  to  footh  a  father's  pain — 
Let  thy  calm  eye  furvey  the  fuff'ring  ball, 
See  kingdoms  round  thee  verging  to  their  fall !          60 
What  fpring  had  promis'd  and  what  autumn  yields, 
The  bread  of  thou  lands,  raviih'd  from  their  rklds>  ? 
See  youth  and  age,  th'  ignoble  and  the  great, 
Swept  to  one  grave,  in  one  promilcuous  fate ! 
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Hear  Europe  groan !  hear  all  her  nations  mourn !     65 
And  be  a  private  wound  with  patience  home. 

Think  too,  and  reafon  will  confirm  the  thought ; 
Thy  cares  for  her  are  to  their  period  brought. 
Yes  me,  fair  pattern  to  a  failing  age  ! 
With  wit  chaftis'd,  with  fprigtitly  temper  fage  ;        70 
Whom  each  endearing  name  could  recommend, 
Whom  all  become,  wife,  fifter,  daughter,  friend, 
Unwarp'd  by  folly,  and  by  vice  unftain'd, 
The  prize  of  virtue  has  for  ever  gain'd  ! 
From  life  efcap'd,  and  fafe  on  that  calm  more  75 

Where  fin,  and  pain,  and  error,  are  no  more ; 
She  now  no  change,  nor  you  no  fear,  can  feel  j 
Death  to  her  fame  has  fix'd  th"  eternal  feal. 

IMPROMPTU, 

On  a  lady  nvbo  badpaffed  fome  time  in  playing  wi/h  # 
•very young  child. 

WHY  on  this  leaft  of  little  Mifles 
Did  Celia  wafte  fo  many  kifles  ? 
Quoth  Love,  who  ftood  behind,  and  foiil'd, 
She  kifsMthe  father  in  the  child. 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  PICTURE. 

WITH  no  one  talent  that  def&ves  applaufe ; 
With  no  one  awkwardneis  that  laughter  draws  j 
Who  thinks  not,  but  juft  echoes  what  we  fay  j 
A  clock  at  morn  wound  up  to  run  a  day ; 
His  larum  goes  in  one  fmooth  (Imple  ftrain  ;  5 

He  ftops,  and  then  we  wind  him  xip  again  : 
Still  hov'ring  round  the  fair  at  fifty-four, 
Unfit  to  love,  unable  to  give  o'er: 
A  flem-fly,  that  juft  flutters  on  the  wing, 
Awake  to  buzz,  but  not  alive  to  ft  ing  }  !• 

Briflc  where  he  cannot,  backward  where  he  can, 
The  teafing  ghoft  of  the  departed  man* 

EPIGRAM. 

On  feeing  t-vjo  perfons  pafs  by  in  <very  different  equipages. 

IN  modern  as  in  ancient  days, 
See  what  the  Mules  have  to  brag  on  j 
M3 


l^Z  A  SIMILE  IN  PRIOR. 

The  player  in  his  own  poft-chaii'e, 
The  poet  in  a  carrier's  waggon  ! 

EPIGRAM. 

Written  at  Tunbrige  Wells,  1760. 

WHEN  Churchill  led  his  legions  on, 
Succefs  ftill  followed  where  he  flione. 
And  are  thole  triumphs,  with  the  dead, 
All  from  his  houfe  for  ever  fled  ? 
Not  fo  ;  by  fofter,  furer  arms, 
They  yet  iurvive  in  beauty's  charms  ; 
For  look  on  blooming  Pembroke's  face, 
Ev'n  now  he  triumphs  in  his  race, 

EPIGRAM. 

On  a  certain  Lord's  paflionfor  afmger. 

NERINA's  angel-voice  delights; 
Nerina's  devil-face  affrights; 
How  whimfical  her  Stephen's  fate, 
Condemned  at  once  to  like  and  hate ! 
But  be  me  cruel,  be  me  kind, 
Love !  ftrike  her  dumb,  or  make  him  blind. 

A  SIMILE  IN  PRIOR. 

Applied  to  the  fame  per jon. 

DEAR  Thomas  !  didft  thcu  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tinman's  mop  ? 
There,  Thomas  !  didft  thou  never  ite— 
Tis  but  by  way  of  iimile — 
A  iquirrel  fpend  its  little  rage 
In  jumping  round  a  rolling  cage  ? 
Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pleas'd  with  the  chimes, 
The  fooliih  creature  thinks  it  climbs  ; 
But  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire, 
It  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 
So  fares  it  with  this  little  peer, 
So  bufy  aud  fo  buttling  here  ; 
Forever  flirting  up  and  down, 
And  friiking  round  his  cage,  the  town. 
""  A  world  of  nothing  in  his  chat, 
Of  who  laid  this  and  who  did  that  ? 
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With  fimlles  that  never  hit, 

Vivacity  that  has  no  wit  $ 

Schemes  laid  this  hour,  the  next  forfaken  5. 

Advice  oft1  afk'd,  but  never  taken  j  ao 

Still  whirl'd,  by  ev'ry  riling  whim, 

'From  that  to  this,  from  her  to  him  j 

And  when  he  hath  his  circle  run, 

He  ends — juft  where  he  rlril  begun. 

EPITAPH 

ON  MR.  AIRMAN  AND  HIS  ONLY  SON, 
Who  icere  botb  interred  in  the  fame  grave. 

DEAR  to  the  wile  and  good,  difprais'd  by  none, 
Here  deep  in  peace  the  father  and  the  fon  j ' 
By  virtue,  as  by  nature,  clofe  ally'd, 
The  painter's  genius,  but  without  the  pride  ; 
Worth  unambitious,  wit  afraid  to  mine,  5 

Honour's  clear  light,  and  Friendiliip's  warmth  divine. 
The  fon,  fair  riling,  knew  too  ftiort  a  date ; 
But,  oh  !  how  more  fevere  the  parent's  fate  ! 


10 


He  law  him  torn,  untimely,  from  his  fide, 
Felt  all  a  father's  anguifli,  wept,  and  dy'd  ! 

EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

THIS  humble  grave  tho'  no  proud  ftruc~lure  grace, 
Yet  Truth  and  Goodnefs  fan&ifythe  place  $ 
Yet  blamelefs  Virtue,  that  adorn'd  thy  bloom, 
Lamented  Maid  !  now  weeps  upon  thy  tomb . 
O  'fcap'd  from  life!  O  late  on  that  calm  fhore  $ 

Where  fin,  and  pain,  and  paflion,  are  no  more  ! 
What  never  wealth  could  buy,  nor  pow'r  decree, 
Regard  and  Pity  wait  fmcere  on  thee  : 
Lo  !  foft  Remembrance  drops  a  pious  tear, 
And  holy  Fricndlhip  (lands  a  mourner  here.  10 


EPISTLES. 


TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

On  bis  publijhing  thefecond  edition  of  his  poem  called 
Winter. 

CHARM'D  and  inftrufted  by  thy  powerful  fong. 
I  have,  unjuft,  withheld  my  thanks  too  long  j 
This  debt  of  gratitude  at  length  receive, 
Warmly  fmcere,  'tis  all  thy  friend  can  give. 

Thy  worth  new-lights  the  poet's  darkened  name,     5 
And  mews  it  blazing  in  the  brighteft  fame. 
Thro"1  all  thy  various  winter  full  are  found, 
Magnificence  of  thought,  and  pomp  of  found, 
Clear  depth  of  fenfe,  expreflion's  heightening  grace, 
And  goodnefs,  eminent  in  pow'r  and  place.  i« 

For  this  the  wife,  the  knowing  few,  commend 
With  zealous  joy — for  thou  art  Virtue's  friend: 
Ev'n  Age  and  Truth  fevere,  in  reading  thee, 
That  Heav'n  infpires  the  Mufe  convinc'd  agree. 

Thus  I  dare  fing  of  merit,  faintly  known,  1 5 

Friendlefs — fupported  by  itfelf  alone  : 
For  thofe  whofe  aided  will  could  lift  thee  high 
In  fortune,  fee  not  with  Difcernmenfs  eye. 
Nor  place  nor  pow'r  beftows  the  fight  refuTd, 
And  wealth  enlarges  not  the  narrow  mind.  20 

How  couldft  thou  think  of  fuch  and  write  fo  well  * 
Or  hope  reward  by  daring  to  excel  ? 
Unflcimil  of  the  age,  untaught  to  gain 
Thofe  favours  which  the  fawning  bafe  obtain  * 
A  thoufand  fhameful  arts,  to  thee  unknown,  ^  5 

Falftiood  and  flatfry  muft  be  firft  thy  own. 
If  thy  lov'd  country  lingers  in  thy  breaft, 
Thou  muft  drive  out  th'  unprofitable  gueft  ; 
Extinguifh  each  bright  flame  that  kindles  there, 
And  centre  in  thyfelf  thy  every  care.  3» 

But  hence  that  vilenefs — pleas'd  to  charm  mankind, 
Caft  each  low  thought  of  int'reft  far  behind  : 
Neglected  into  noble  fcorn — away 
From  that  worn  path  where  vulgar  poets  ftray  ; 
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Inglorious  herd  !  profufe  of  venal  lays,  35 

And  by  the  pride  deipis'd  they  ftoop  to  praife  r 
Thou  !  carelefs  or' the  ftatefman's  fmile  or  frown, 
Tread  that  ftrait  way  that  leads  to  fair  Renown. 
By  Virtue  Guided,  and  by  Glory  hVd, 
And  by  reluctant  Envy  flow  admir'd,  40 

Dare  to  do  well,  and  in  thy  bouhdlefs  mind 
Embrace  the  gen'ral  welfare  of  thy  kind  j 
Knrich  them  with  atreafnre  of  thy  thought, 
What  Heav'n  approves,  and  what  the  Mule  has  taught. 
Where  thy  pow'r  fails,  unable  to  go  on,  4,5 

Ambitious,  greatly  will  the  good  undone  : 
So  (hall  thy  name  thro*  ages  bright'ning  mine, 
And  diftant  praife  from  worth  unborne  be  thine ; 
So  malt,  thou,  happy,  merit  Heav'n's  regard, 
And  find  a  glorious,  tho'  a  late  reward.  50 

TO  MIRA. 

FROM    THE    COUNTRY. 

AT  this  late  hour  the  world  lies  hum'd  below, 
Nor  is  one  breath  of  air  awake  to  blow  : 
Now  walks  mute  Midnight  darkling  o'er  the  plain 
Reft  and  foft-footed  Silence  in  his  train. 
To  blel's  the  cottage,  and  renew  the  fwain. 
Thefe  arll-aueep,  me  all-awake,  they  find  ; 
Nor  reft  nor  filence  charm  the  lover's  mind. 
Already  I  a  thoufand  torments  prove, 
Tl\g  thoufand  torments  ot  divided  love : 
The  roll  ing  thought,  impatient  in  the  breaft,  id 

The  fluttering  wifli  on  wing,  that  will  not  reft  j 
Defire,  whofe  kindled  flames,  undying,  glow, 
Knowledge  of  diftant  blil's  and  p  re  lent  woe; 
UnhuuYd,  unfleeping  all,  with  me  they  dwell, 
Children  of  abfence,  and  of  loving  wtil .  1 5 

Thefe  pale  the  cheek  and  cloud  the  cheerlefs  eye, 
Swell  the  iwift  tear,  and  heave  the  frequent  figh  ; 
Theie  reach  tiie  heart,  and  bid  the  health  decline  j 
And  theiej  OMira!  theie  are  truly  mine* 
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She  whofe  fweet  fmiles  would  gladden  all  the  grove, 
Whofe  mind  is  mufic,  and  whofe  looks  are  love  j      z 1 
She,  gentle  Pow'r !  victorious  foftnefs ! — She, 
Mil  a !  is  far  from  hence,  from  love  and  me  j 
Yet  in  rny  evYy  thought  her  form  I  find, 
Her  looks,  her  words — her  world  of  charms  combin'd  ! 

Sweetnefs  is  her's,  and  unafFefted  eafe,  2,6 

The  native  wit,  that  was  not  taught  to  pleafe. 
Whatever  foftly  animates  the  face, 
The  eye's  attemperM  fire,  the  winning  grace, 
Th'  unftudyM  fmile,  the  blulh  that  nature  warms,     30 
And  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms  ! 
Ha !  while  I  gaze  a  thoufand  ardours  rife, 
And  my  fir'd  bofom  flames  from  my  eyes. 
Oh  !  melting  mildnefs  !  miracle  of  charms  I 
Receive  my  foul  within  thofe  folding  arms  j      -         35 
On  that  deai-  bofbm  let  my  wifhes  reft — 
Oh !  fofter  than  the  turtle's  downy  breaft  ? 
And  fee  !  where  Love  himfelf  is  waiting  near  5 
Here  let  me  ever  dwell— for  heav'n  is  here !  4a 


PROLOGUES, 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  SIEGE  OF  DAMASCUS. 

Spoken  by  Lord  Sandwich. 

WHEN  arts  and  arms,  beneath  Eliza's  fmile, 
Spread  wide  their  influence  o'er  this  happy  ifle, 
A  golden  reign,  uncurs'd  with  party-rage, 
That  foe  to  taile,  and  tyrant  of  our  age  j 
Ere  all  our  learning  in  a  libel  lay,  5 

And  all  our  talk  in  politics  or  play, 
The  ftatefman  oft'  would  footh  his  toils  with  wit. 
What  Spencer  fung,  and  Nature's  Shakefpeare  writ ; 
Or  to  the  laurell'd  grove,  at  times,  retire, 
There  woo  the  Mule,  and  wake  the  moving  lyre,      10 

As  fair  examples,  like  afcending  Morn, 
The  world  at  once  enlighten  and  adorn, 
From  them  diffus'd  the  gentle  arts  of  peace 
Shot  brightening  oTer  the  land  with  fwift  increafe, 
Rough  Nature  ibften'd  into  grace  and  eafe,  1 5 

Senle  grew  polite,  and  Science  fought  to  pleafe. 

Relieved  from  yon'  rude  fcene  of  party-din, 
Where  opt-n  Bafenefs  vies  with  fecret  Sin, 
And  fafe  embowVd  in  Woburn's  *  airy  grove, 
Let  us  recal  the  times  our  talte  approves,  20 

Awaken  to  our  aid  the  Mournful  Mufe, 
Thro1  ev'ry  boibm  tender  thought  mfuie, 
Melt  angry  Fa6lion  into  moral  ienie, 
And  to  his  gueft  a  Bedford's  foul  difpenfe. 

And  now,  while  Spring  extends  herfmiling  reign, 
£rreen  on  the  mountain,  flow'ry  in  the  plain  ;  16 

While  genial  Nature  breaths  from  hill  and  dale 
Health,  fragrance,  gladnefs,  in  the  living  gale, 
The  various  foftneis  dealing  thro"1  the  heart, 
Jhrpreflions  fvveetly  focial  will  impart.  30 

When  fad  Eudocia  pours  her  hopelefs  woe, 
The  tears  of  pity  will  unbidden  flow ! 

*  The   Siege  of  Oamafcus  was  afted  at  Woburn  by  the  Duke  of  Bedfordt 
she  Earl  of  Sandwich,  and  feme  cttitr  persons  of  diftinttion,  in  the  moiKb 
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She  whofe  fweet  frailes  would  gladden  all  the  grove, 
Whofe  mind  is  mufic,  and  whofe  looks  are  love  ;      21 
She,  gentle  Pow'r !  victorious  foftnefs ! — She, 
Mil  a  !  is  far  from  hence,  from  love  and  me  j 
Yet  in  my  ev'ry  thought  lier  form  I  find, 
Her  looks,  her  words — her  world  of  charms  combined  ! 

Sweetneis  is  her's,  and  unaffected  eafe,  26 

The  native  wit,  that  was  not  taught  to  pleafe. 
Whatever  fbftly  animates  the  face, 
The  eye's  attemperM  fire,  the  winning  grace, 
Th'  unftudyM  fmile,  the  blulh  that  nature  warms,     30 
And  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms  ! 
Ha !  while  I  gaze  a  thouiand  ardours  rife, 
And  my  nVd  bofom  flafhes  from  my  eyes. 
Oh  !  melting  mildnefs  !  miracle  of  charms  t 
Receive  my  foul  within  thofe  folding  arms  j      -         35 
On  that  dearbofbm  let  my  wifhes  reft — 
Oh !  fofter  than  the  turtle's  downy  breaft ! 
And  fee  !  where  Love  himfelf  is  waiting  near  j 
Here  let  me  ever  dwell — for  heav'n  is  here  1  4a 


PROLOGUES,  fcfr. 
PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  SIEGE  OF  DAMASCUS. 

Spoken  by  Lord  Sandwich. 

WHEN  arts  and  arms,  beneath  Eliza's  fmile, 
Spread  wide  their  influence  o'er  this  happy  iile, 
A  golden  reign,  unctirs'd  with  party-rage, 
That  foe  to  tafte,  and  tyrant  ot  our  age  j 
Ere  all  our  learning  in  a  libel  lay,  5 

And  ail  our  talk  in  politics  or  play, 
The  ftateihian  oft'  would  footh  his  toils  with  wit. 
What  Spencer  fung,  and  Nature's  Shakefpeare  writ  ; 
Or-  to  the  laurell'd  grove,  at  times,  retire, 
There  woo  the  Mule,  and  wake  the  moving  lyre,      TO 

As  fair  examples,  like  afcending  Morn, 
The  world  at  once  enlighten  and  adorn, 
From  them  diffused  the  gentle  arts  of  peace 
Shot  bright'iiing  o^er  the  land  with  fwift  increafe, 
Rough  Nature  ioften'd  into  grace  and  eafe,  1 5 

Senie  grew  polite,  and  Science  fought  to  pleafe. 

Relieved  from  yon'  rude  fcene  of  party-din, 
Where  open  Bafenefs  vies  with  fecret  Sin, 
And  fafe  embow'r'd  in  Woburn's  *  airy  grove, 
Let  us  recal  the  times  our  talle  approves,  20 

Awaken  to  our  aid  the  Mournful  Mufe, 
Thro1  ev'ry  bolbm  tender  thought  infufe, 
Melt  angry  Faction  into  moral  fenie, 
And  to  his  gueft  a  Bedford's  foul  difpenfe. 

And  now,  while  Spring  extends  herfmiling  reign, 
£rreen  on  the  mountain,  flow'ry  in  the  plain  ;  t6 

While  genial  Nature  breaths  from  hill  and  dale 
Health,  fragrance,  gladnefs,  in  the  living  gale, 
The  various  foitneis  ftealing  thro'  the  heart, 
Irrpreflions  fweetly  focial  will  impart.  30 

When  fad  Eudocia  pours  her  hopelels  woe, 
The  tears  of  pity  will  unbidden  flow ! 

*  The   Siege  of  Damafcus  was  afted  at  Woburn  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford 
sfte  Eari  of  Sandwich,  and  feme  ether  persons  of  diftinition,  in  tht  mouUi 
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When  erring  Phccyas,  whom  wild  pafiions  "blind, 
Holds  up  himielf  a  mirror  for  mankind, 
An  equal  eye  on  our  own  hearts  \ve  turn,  3  5 

Where  frailties  lurk,  where  fond  affections  burn  j 
And  conicious  Nature  is  ia  all  the  fame, 
We  mourn  the  guilty,  while  the  guilt  we  blame  !     $S 
PROLOGUE 

TO  MR.  THOMSON'S  AGAMEMNON. 

WHEN  this  decifive  night  at  length  appears, 
The  night  of  ev'ry  author's  hopes  and  fears, 
What  mifts  to  bribe  applaufe  poor  poets  try ! 
In  all  the  forms  of  wit  they  court  and  lie  j 
Thefe  meanly  beg  it  as  an  alms  ;  and  thole  5 

By  boaftful  blufter  dazzle  and  impofe. 

Nor  poorly  fearful  nor  lecurely  vain, 
Ours  would  by  honeft  ways  that  grace  obtain  ; 
Would,  as  a  free-born  wit,  be  fairly  try'd, 
And  then — let  candour  fairly  too,  decide.  10 

He  courts  no  friend  who  blindly  comes  to  praife ; 
He  dreads  no  foe — but  whom  his  faults  may  raiie. 

Indulge  a  geiTrous  pride,  that  bids  him  own 
He  aims  to  pleale  by  noble  means  alone  ; 
By  what  may  win  the  judgment,  wake  the  heart,     15 
Ini'piring  nature,  and  directing  art ; 
By  fcenes  fo  wrought  as/may  applaufe  command 
More  from  the  judging  head  than  thundering  hand. 

Important  is  the  moral  we  would  teach — 
Oh  !  may  this  ifland  praclile  what  we  preach—*         2,0 
Vice  in  its  firit  approach  with  care  to  Ihun  : 
The  wretch  who  once  engages  is  undone. 
Crimes  lead  to  greater  crimes,  and  link  ib  ftraight, 
What  fa-ft  was  accident  at  lait  is  fate: 
Guilt's  haplefs  fervant  finks  into  a  (lave,  25 

And  Virtue's  lafl  lad  ftruggles  cannot  lave. 

"  As  fuch  our  fair  attempt,  we  hope  to  fee 
"  Our  judges — here  atleait — from  influence  free: 
"  One  place — unbiased  yet  by  party  rage — 
"  Where  only  honour  votes — theBritifh  fcage.  30 

"  We  afk  for  juftice,  for  indulgence  iuej 
**  Our  laft  beft  licence  muft  proceed  from  you."         3^ 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  MASK  OF   BRITANNIA. 

Spoken  by  Mf.  Garrick*,  1755,  in  the  character  6f  a fa'dor fuddled, 
and  talking  to  bimjelf. 

He  ENTERS  finging,  « Hoiupleafant  a  Jailor's  hfefaflcs  /' 

WELL,  if  thou  art,  my  boy,  a  little  mellow, 
A  failor,  half-feas  o'er — is  a  pretty  fellow. 
What  cheer,  ho  ?  Do  I  carry  too  much  fail  ? 

[To  the  fit. 
No — tight  and  trim — I  feud  before  the  gale — 

[He  ftaggers  forward,  then  flops. 
But  foftly  tho' ;  the  veflel  items  to  heel : 
Steddy,  my  boy — (he  muft  not  (hew  her  keel. 
And  now,  thus  ballafted — what  courfe  to  (leer  ? 
Shall  I  a^ain  to  fea — and  bang  Mounfeer  ? 
Or  (lay  on  more,  and  toy  with  Sal  and  Sue — 
Doll  love  'em,  Boy  ? — By  this  right  hand  I  do.  10 

A  well-rigg'd  girl  is  furely  mod  inviting ; 
There's  nothing  better,  faith — fave  flip  and  fighting : 
For  (hall  we  fon's  of  beef  and  freedom  (loop, 
Or  lower  our  flag  to  flavery  and  foup  ? 
What !  (hall  thele  Parlyvous  make  fuch  a  racket,      1 5 
And  we  not  lend  a  hand  to  lace  their  jacket  ? 
Still  (hall  Old  England  be  your  Frenchman's  butt  ? 
Whene'er  he  muffles  we  mould  always  cut, 
I'll  to  'em,  faith — Avaft — before  I  go- 
Have  I  not  promis'd  Sal  to  fee  the  (how  ?  20 

[Pulls  out  &  play  bill. 
From  this  fame  paper  we  (hall  underftand 
What  work's  to  night— I  read  your  printed  hand  ! 
But,  firft  refre(h  a  bit — for  faith  I  need  it — 
I'll  take  one  fugar-plum — and  then  I'll  read  it. 

[Takes  fame  tobacco. 

He  reads  the  play -bill  of  Zar a,  lubich  was  aEled  that  evening. 
At  the  cTbe-atre-Royal—Drury-Lane-~<zi:ill  be  prejenta-ted  * 

tragedy  called- —SARAH. 

I'm  glad  is  Sarah — Then  our  Sal  may  fejt,  2  5 

Her  namefake's  tragedy  j  and  as  for  me 
I'll  ileep  as  found  as  if  I  were  at  fea. 

*  S«m«  «f  the  lint*  too  wer«  written  by  him. 
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To  <vjhtck  will  be  added — a  ne<iv  Majk, 
Zounds  !  why  a  Mafk  ?  We  failors  hate  grimaces  : 
Above-board  all,  we  icorn  to  hide  our  faces. 
But  what  is  here,  ib  very  large  and  plain  ?  30 

Bri-ta-nia — oh,  Britannia  ' — good  again— 
Huzza,  Boys  !  by  the  Royal  George  I  fwear, 
Tom  Coxen  and  the  crew  mail  ftraight  be  there. 
All  free-born  louls  mutt  take  Bri-ta-nia's  part,          34. 
And  give  her  three  round  cheers  with  hand  and  heart ! 

[Going  off,  be  flops. 

Iwifh  you  landmen,  tho',  would  leave  your  tricks. 
Your  factions,  parties,  and  damn'd  politics  j 
And,  like  us  honeft  tars,  drink,  fight,  and  fing, 
Tnie  to  yourfelves,  your  country,  and  your  king.     39 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  BROTHERS. 

A  TRAGEDY,  BY  DR.  YOUNG. 

TO  woman,  fure,  the  moft  fevere  affli6Hon 
Is  from  thefe  follows  point  blank  contradiction. 
Our  Bard,  without — I  wifh  he  would  appear — 
Ud  !  I  would  give  it  him — but  you  mall  hear — • 

Good  Sir  1  quoth  I — and  curtfey'd  as  I  fpoke —       5 
Our  pit,  you  know,  expecls  and  loves  a  joke — 
''Twere  fit  to  humour  them;  for,  right  or  wrong, 
True  Britons  never  like  the  fame  thing  long. 
To-day  is  fair — theyftrut,  huff,  fwear,  harangue — 
To-morrow's  foul — they  fneak  afide,  and  hang.        10 
Is  there  a  war — Peace  !  peace  !  is  all  their  cry  : 
The  peace  is  made— then,  blood  i  they'll  fight  and  die. 

Gallants  !  in  talking  thus  I  meant  no  trealbn  ; 
I  would  have  brought,  you  fee,  the  man  to  reafon  j 
But  with  ibme  folks  'tis  labour  loll  to  ftrive  :  15 

A  reas'ning  mule  will  neither  lead  nor  drive. 
He  humm'd  and  ha'd :  then,  waking  from  his  dream, 
CryM,  I  muft  preach  to  you  his  moral  fcheme. 
A  fcheme,  forlboth !  to  benefit  the  nation ! 
Some  queer  odd  whim  of  pious  propagation*  !  20 

Lord  !  talk  ib  here — the  man  mutt  be  a  widgeon — 
Drury  may  propagate— but  not  Religion. 

•»  The  profits  ariftnr,  from  this  play  were  intended  to  be  given  by  the 
Author  lo  the  Society  tor  propagating  ChriiHan  Knowledge. 


SONP.S.  I^I 

Yet,  after  all,  to  give  the  devil  his  due, 
Our  Author's  icheme,  tho'  Itrange,  is  wholly  new. 
"Well,  fii2.ll  the  novelty  then  recommend  it  ?  25 

I  f  not  from  liking,  from  caprice  befriend  it. 
For  drums  and  routs  make  him  a  while  your  paflion, 
A  little  while  let  Virtue  be  the  famion ; 
And,  Ipiteof  real  or  imagined  blunders, 
•Ey'n  let  him  live  nine  days,  like  other  wonders.          30 


SONGS. 
SONG. 

TO  A  SCOTCH  TUNE.   THE  BJRKS  OF   INVERMAY, 
I. 


ilniling  morn,  the  breathing  fpring, 
JL     Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  ling, 
And  while  they  warble  from  each  fpray, 
Love  melts  the  univerial  lay. 

Let  us,  Amanda  !  timely  wife,  5 

•Like  them  improve  the  hour  that  flies, 
And  in  foft  raptures  waite  the  day 
Among  the  fhades  of  Imvrmay. 

II. 

For  foon  the  winter  of  the  year, 

And  age,  life's  winter,  will  appear  j  10 

At  this  thy  living  bloom  muft  fade, 
As  that  will  ftrip  the  verdent  made  : 
Our  tafte  of  pleafure  then  is  o'er  j 
The  feather'd  fonglters  love  no  more  ; 
And  when  they  droop,  and  we  decay, 
Adieu  the  mades  of  Invermay  !  16 

SONG, 

TO  A  SCOTCH  TUNE.  MARY  SCOT. 
I. 

WHERE  Thames/along  the  daify'd  meads, 
His  wave  in  lucid  mazes  leads, 
Si'tnt,  flow,  lerenely  tiowing, 
^reakh  on  ci  her  more  beltuwi 
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There,  in  a  fafe,  tho"  fmall  retreat,  5 

Content  and  Love  have  fix'd  their  feat  j 
Love,  that  counts  his  duty  pleaiiire, 
Content  that  knows  and  hugs  his  treafure. 

II. 

From  art,  from  jealoufy,  fecure, 
As  faith  unblam'd,  as  friendmip  pure,  i  o 

Vain  opinion  nobly  fcoming. 
Virtue  aiding,  life  adoring  j 
Fair  Thames,  along  thy  flowery  fide, 
May  thole  whom  truth  and  realbn  guide, 
All  their  tender  hours  improving, 
Live  like  us,  belov'd  and  loving  !  16 

AN  ODE. 

JN  THE  MASK  OF  ALFRED  : 

Sung  ly  aflepherdefs  who  has  loft  her  lover  in  the  wars. 

A  YOUTH,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  art 
To  warm  and  win  the  coldeft  heart, 
In  fecret  mine  poflefsM : 
The  morning  bud  that  faireft  blows, 
The  vernal  oak  that  ftraiteft  grows, 
His  face  and  fhapeexprefs'd. 

In  moving  founds  he  told  his  talc, 

Soft  as  the  fighings  of  the  gale 

That  wakes  the  flow'ry  year, 

What  wonder  he  could  charm  with  cafe,  !• 

Whom  happy  Nature  taught  to  pleafe, 

Whom  Honour  made  fmcere. 

At  morn  he  left  me — fought — and  fell ! 

The  fatal  ev'ning  heard  his  knell, 

And  faw  the  tears  I  fhed  ;  3  5 

Tears  that  muft  ever,  ever  fall. 

For,  ah !  no  fighs  the  paft  recal ; 

No  cries  awake  the  dead  !  3  S 

THE  END. 
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Daughter  of  Pa?on,  queen  of  ev'ry  joy, 

Hygeia  ! O  defcend 

Thou  cheerful  Guardian  of  the  rolling  year  '— — 
Without  thy  cheerful  adtive  energy 
No  rapture  iVells  the  breaft,  no  poet  Tings, 
Ko  more  the  Maids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  with  me,  0  Goiidefs  ke»v  nly  Ray  ! 

Begin  th-  -.i..!lK,  and  tet  it  1'wfttiy  How. 

.    — vVitli  thy  aid  the  iecret  wi.ds  J  trace 

Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  iteps  proceed 
Thro'  paths  the  Mules  never  trod  before. 
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Not  in  vain  fuch  Labours  hnve  we  try'd 
If  ought  thefe  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confirm. 
To  you,  ye  Delicate  !  I  writ .-,  t>>r  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philolbrhic  cares, 
And  grow  ilill  pakr  by  the  midnight  lamps. 
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LIFE  OF  ARMSTRONG. 


JOHN  ARMSTRONG  was  born  at  Caftleton,  in  Roxburgh- 
fhire,  North  Britain^  about  the ,  year  1 709.  His  father  and 
brother  were  Minifters  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  and  mucli 
refpe&ed  as  able  divines  and  valuable  members  of  ibciety. 
Our  Author,  having  paiTed  through  the  ordinary  courfe  of  claf- 
fical  education,  was  lent  to  compieat  his  ftudies  to  the  Univer- 
fity  of  Edinburgh,  where  he  applied  himfeif  to  the  cultivation 
of  the  feveral  branches  of  philoibphy  and  medicine,  under  the 
refpeclive  profeffors ;  and  from  the  reputation  he  had  acquired 
he  obtained  the  degree  of  Do&or  of  Phyiic,  Feb.  4,  1732. 
He  foon  afterwards  came  to  London,  and  entered  upon  the 
practice  of  phyfic  ;  but  never  attained  to  an  eminence  of 
popularity  in  his  profeflion,  being  more  fuccefsful  in  his  poeti 
cal  than  medical  capacity. 

In  1735,'  he  published  an  anonymous  pnmphlet,  entitled 
"An  Eliuy  for  abridging  the  Study  of  Phyiic,  to  which  is 
added,  a  Dialogue  betwixt  Hygeia,  Mercury,  and  Plato,  relat 
ing  to  the  practice  of  phyfic,  as  it  is  managed  by  a  certain  il- 
luilrious  Society  ;"  an..i  an  Epiitle  from  Ufbec,  the  Peifian,  to 
Joftiua  Ward,  Ef<j.  w,th  a  Dedication  "  To  die  Academic 
Philofophers,  to  the  Generous  DeJpilers  of  the  Schools,  to  the 
delcrvediy  celebrated  Jofliua  Ward,  John  Mocr,  and  the  reft 
of  ihe  numerous  icdt  o:  infj.ired  ph)ficians."  This  fugitive 
piece  intended  to  fatirize  ihe  e:npirks  of  the  d:,\,  among  whom 
Ward  had  attained  to  the  higheft  degree  or  popularity,  and 
been  patronized  by  the  King,  contains  much  wit  ami  piealantry, 
and  the  Dialogue,  in  the  opinion  of  the  literati,  poffelies  a 
great  degree  of  the  ipirit  of  Lucian. 

In  1737,  he  publilhed  a  "  Synopfis  of  the  Fliftory  and  Cure 
of  the  Venereal  Difcale  :"  inicnbed  to  Dr.  Alexander  Siuart, 
'in  a  dedication,  rcprelcntihg  that  profcflbr  as  "  a  peribn  who 
had  an  indilputabie  right  to  judge  ieverely  of  the  performance 
prefented  to  him." 

.  The  fame  year  he  produced  his  celebrated  Poem,  called 
"  The  Economy  of  Love,"  which  has  much  merit;  though 
it  partakes  in  too  great  a  degree  of  the  Jicentiouii.cls  of  Ovid, 
ironi  whole  work  of  the  Art  of  Love,  the  deiign  appears  to 
have  been  taken.  The  Poem  pafled  through  many  Editions, 
more,  there  is  reafoa  t;>  aprivliend,  to  the  emolument  of  the 
bookleller  than  the  benefit  of  the  reader.  In  jultice,  however, 
to  the  character  of  die  Audior,  it  is  to  be  oblervcd,  that,  when 
,  Wis  judgment  ripened  with  his  years,  it  under.vciu  a  leviiion, 
A  3  in 
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in  1768,  and  many  of  the  luxuriancies  of  youthfuhfancy  were 
expunged. 

la  1744,  he  publifhed  "  The  Art  of  Preferring  Health,  a 
Didadlic  Poem,"  a  work  in  which  the.  critics  admit  there  is  a 
clafllcal  corre&nefs  and  clofenefs  of  ftile  that  are  truly  admira 
ble.  This  Poem  laid  the  foundation  of  his  fame,  and  will  be 
a  lading  monument  of  his  poetical  talents,  as  well  as  fkill  in 
the  medical  Art. 

In  1746,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  phyficians  to  the  Hof- 
pital,  for  lame  and  lick  foldiers,  behind  Buckingham  Houle ; 
and,  in  the  courie  of  a  few  years,  produced  feveral  little  pieces, 
among  which  were  a  Poem  "  on  Benevolence,"  and  another 
called  "  Taile,  an  Epiftle  to  a  Young  Critic ;"  foon  after  which 
he  was  complimented  in  an  elegant  Ode,  addrcffed  to  him  by 
Dr.Theobald, — His  Sketches  or  Effays  on  Various  Subjedls,  by 
Launcelot  Temple,  Efq.  being  replete  with  humour,  and  indi 
cating  a  general  knowledge  of  mankind,  had  a  very  rapid  fale  ; 
he  is  ihrewdly  fufpeSed  of  having  derived  much  afliftance  in 
this  work  from  the  abilities  of  his  friend  Mr.  Wiikes, 

Soon  after  he  was  appointed  phyfician  to  the  army  in  Ger- 
'many,  which  was  in  1760,  he  wrote  a  Poem  called  "  Day,  an 
I.piltle  to  John  Wiikes,  of  Aylefbury,  Efcj."  It  appears  from 
the  prefatory  advertilement,  that  it  was  publifhed  without  the 
knowledge  or  content  of  the  Auihor,  or  of  his  friend  to  whom 
it  is  adurefled.  In  this  poem  he  wantonly  hazarded  a  reflec 
tion  on  Churchill,  which  drew  on  him  the  vengeance  of  that 
fevere  Satirift.  The  reflection  is  contained  in  the  following 
lines : 

"  What  news  to  day  ?  I  afk  you  not  what  rogue, 
What  paltry  imp  of  fortune's  now  in  vogue, 
What  forward  blundering  fool  was  lail  preterr'd, 
By  mere  pretence  diftinguifh'd  from  the  her]  : 
With  what  new  cheat  the  gaping  town  is  1'inir, 
What  cra-^y  fcribbler  reigns  the  prelent  wit; 
"  What  (luff  for  winter  the  two  Booths  have  mixt, 
"  What  bouncing  mimic  gives  a  Roiciad  next, 
Churchill  incenfed  at  this  reflection  on  his  firft  and  favourite 
Poem  of  the  "  Roiciad,"  took  occafion  in  his  laft  piece,  "  The 
Journey,"  after  referring  to  thole  who  had  hinted  that  he 
ihould  "  run  his  flock  of  genius  out,"  to  conclude  the  cata 
logue  of  Ibme  contemporary  writers  who  had  obtained  what 
he  thought  unmerited  celebrity,  with  thele  pointed  lines  upon 
Armltfong. 

"  Let  them  with  Armftro-ng,  taking  leave  of  fenfe, 
"  Read  mufty  ledlurcs  on  tieKevoltticei 

z  "  Or 
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"  Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  Day, 

*'  Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away  ; 

"  Where  all  but  barren  labour  was  forgot, 

"  And  the  vain  ftiffbefs  of  a  letter'd  Scot. 

*'  Let  them  with  Armltrong  pals  the  term  of  light, 

"  But  not  one  hour  of  darknefs,  when  the  night 

"  Sufpends  this  mortal  coil,  when  memory  wakes, 

**  When  for  our  paft  mifdoings  conscience  takes 

"  A  deep  revenge  :  when  by  reflection  led 

"  She  draws  his  curtain,  and  looks  comfort  dead, 

"  Let  every  Mule  be  gone  ;  in  vain  he  turns 

*'  And  tries  to  pray  for  fleep ;  an  /Etna  burns, 

*'  A  more  than  /Etna  in  his  coward  breaft, 

"  And  guilt  with  vengeance  arm'd  forbids  him  reft; 

*'  Though  loft  as  plumage  from  young  Zephyr's  wing, 

*'  His  couch  feems  hard,  and  no  relief  can  bring, 

"  Ingratitude  hath  planted  daggers  there, 

"  No  good  man  can  deferve,  no  brave  man  bear." 

It  is  obferved  by  a  friend  of  Armftrong,  that  he  certainly  af 
forded  "  the  original  caufe  of  offence,  but  the  retaliation  was 
unjuftifiably  fevere.  Armftrong  was  incapable  of  the  crime 
with  which  he  is  charged,  and  the  imputation  of  ingratitude 
will  never  obfcure  the  character  of  a  humane,  benevolent, 
kindly-affectioned  man  of  genius,  whole  great  offence  was  his 
attachment  to  the  party  in  oppofitiou  to  Mr.  Wiikes  and  his 
friends."  Nothing,  indeed,  has  proved  more  fatal  to  the  in- 
tercourfe  of  friends  than  a  disagreement  in  politics.  The  in 
timacy  which  had  fubfifted  between  Armftrong  and  Wiikes 
was  certainly  interrupted,  if  not  diflblved,  by  the  demon  of 

When  the  peace  was  concluded  in  1763,  he  quitted  the 
army,  and  relumed  the  practice  of  phyiic,  in  London  ;  which, 
from  his  indolence  and  inactivity,  as  was  generally  luppoled, 
never  tended  much  to  his  emolument.  Armftrong  was  a  man 
of  extenlive  knowledge,  and  a  libeial  turn  of  mind,  and  could 
not  lubmit  to  the  mean  arts  of  inlinuation  and  cajoling,  to  con 
ciliate  the  favour  of  old  nurfes  and  goflips,  which  have  often 
proved  effectual  in  recommending  young  practitioners.  He 
was  rather  difpoled  to  pals  his  time  at  home  in  reading  and 
ftudy,  and  to  Ipend  his  evenings  in  the  fociety  of  men  of  genius 
and  learning,  by  which  means  he  might  at  once  receive  and 
communicate  uleful  and  entertaining  knowledge  and  inftruc- 
tion. 

In  1770,  he  publilhed  a  collection  of  Mifcellanics,  containing 
the  pieces  he  had  formerly  produced  ieparately,  except  the 
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Economy  of  Love,  and  Day,  with  Imitations  of  Sbakefptarct 
and  Speju-tr.,  the  Univerfal  Almanack^  by  Nouraddin  Aiit 
T/jf  Forced  Marriage,  a  Tragedy,  Sketches,  &c. 

In  an  advertifement  to  his  collection,  he  fays  he  "  has  at 
laft  taken  the  trouble  upon  him  to  colled  them,  and  to  have 
them  printed  under  his  own  infpeciion,  a  tafk  that  he  had  long 
avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly  have  fubmitted  himfelf 
at  laft,  but  for  the  fear  of  their  being  ibme  time  hereafter,  ex- 
pofed  in  a  ragged,  mangled  condition,  and  loaded  with  more 
faults  than  they  originally  had,  when  it  might  be  poflible  for 
him,  by  the  change  perhaps  of  one  letter,  to  recover  a  whole 
period -from  the  moil  contemptible  nonfenfe.  Along  with  fuch 
pieces  as  he  had  formerly  offered  the  public,  he  took  this 
opportunity  of  prefenting  it  with  feveral  others ;  fome  of  which 
had  lain  by  him  many  years.  What  he  has  loft,  and  efpecially 
what  he  has  deitroyed,  would  probably  enough  have  been 
better  received  by  the  great  majority  of  readers  than  any  thing 
he  has  publifhed.'  But  he  never  courted  the  public.  He  wrote 
chiefly  for  his  own  amufement ;  and  becaufe  he  found  it  an 
agreeable  and  innocent  way  of  fometimes  fpending  an  idle  hour. 
He  has  always  molt  heartily  delpifed  the  mobility,  from  the 
loweft  to  the  higheft ;  and,  if  it  is  true,  what  he  has  fometimes 
been  told,  that  the  beft  judges  are  on  his  fide,  he  defires  no 
more  in  the  article  of  fame  and  renown  as  a  writer.  If  the 
beft  judges  of  this  age  honour  him  with  their  approbation,  all 
the  worft  too  of  the  next  will  favour  him  with  their's,  when, 
by  Heaven's  grace,  he  will  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of  their 
unmeaning  praiies  to  receive  any  difgufi  from  them." 

His  Sketches  and  Eflays  difcover  genius  and  learning ;  but 
their  merits  are  eclipied  by  the  introduction  of  vulgar  phrafes, 
and  Icurrilous  epithets. — 

His  Tragedy  of  the  Forced  Marriage  was  offered  to  Garrick 
for  reprelentation  on  the  ftage  ;  but  refuled  by  him  without 
alfigning  any  reafon — There  is  fome  animation  in  this  piece  ; 
but  it  does  not  appear  to  be  conducted  with  much  judgment. 

In  1771,  he  produced  a  work  entitled,  A  Short  Ramble 
through  fane  parts  of  France  and  Itaiv,  by  Launcdot  Temple, 
Elq.  and,  in  1773,  a  Pamphlet  in  his  own  name,  called  Medi 
cal  Ejfays^  This  little  fketch,  in  which  he  ftates  the  caules 
of  his  not  being  Ib  popular  in  his  profeffion  as  many  practition 
ers,  and  amongft  others  cites  his  not  being  able  to  employ  the 
ufual  means  of  flattery  and  cajoling,  from  an  inherent  pride 
and  an  excels  of  fenfibility.  He  complains  much  of  the  ille- 
berality  of  fome  of  his  brethren,  and  the  feverity  of  the  critics, 
and  particularly  of  the  reviewers. 

He  died  in  September  1779,  and,  to  the  furprife  of  his 

friends, 
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friends,  left  behind  him  upwards  of  3000!.  laved  by  great  par- 
(imoiiy  out  of  a  very  moderate  income,  'arifing  principally  out  of 
his  half- pay. 

No  Edition  of  his  Mifcellanies  has  been  called  for  fmce 
his  death;  but  his  "Art  of  Preferring  Health,"  has  been 
frequently  reprinted,  and  with  his  other  poetical  pieces,  except 
the  "  Econojny  of  Love,"  was  received  into  the  Edition  of 
Englifli  Poets,  in  1790.  It  was  omitted  from  its  immoral  ten 
dency,  and  we  have  rejected  it  from  the  lame  motive. 

The  following  Verfes  on  the  death  of  Dr.  Armilrong,  ap 
peared  in  one  of  the  public  prints  loon  after  that  event. 

Ye  fwains  of  Liddal,  as  you  drive  your  flieep, 
To  verdant  paftures,  or  the  ruffet  fteep ; 
If  yet  a  Mule  on  Liddal's  banks  remain, 
For  tuneful  Armftrong  make  the  plaintive  ftrain. 
Tho'  from  you  long,  long  from  the  limpid  wave, 
In  which  he  lov'd  his  infant  limbs  to  lave  : 
Long  ffom  the  pool,  where  oft'  with  mimic  fly, 
He  patient  angled  tor  the  filver  fry ; 
Yet  were  his  manners  artlefs  as  your  own, 
As  plain  as  he  the  world  had  never  known. 
The  world  he  fcorn'd,  for  well  he  knew  to  fcam 
The  crooked  views  of  narrow  minded  man. 
"  Ye  fons  of  Galen,  tho'  he.  lack'd  not  fkill 
Like  you,  by  flow  and  lecret  means  to  kill, 
He  fought  to  lave,  he  fought  to  heal  thelrame, 
And  breath 'd  Nepenthe  hi  poetic  flame. 
From  breezy  fummit,  or  fair  op'ning  lawn, 
He  bade  his  patients  hail  the  cheerful  dawn  ; 
Their  villas  build  wide  from  the  marfliy  mead, 
But  chief  where  bees  on  fragrant  wild  thyme  feed : 
As  death  itfeif  avoid  the  fmoaky  town; 
Refill  th'  enfeebling  luxury  of  dovvu  : 
Far  from  the  brearl  all  rankling  cares  expel, 
And  there  invite  content,  and  hope  to  dwell." 
The  character  of  Armftrong  was  amiable,  and  of  courfe  re- 
fpeclable.     He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Thomfon,  and   his 
coadjutor  in  the  competition  of  his  admirable  Poem,  "  The 
Caftie  of  Indolence  ;"  ftanza  the  fixty- eighth  was  written  by 
Armstrong.   "  Though  the  Doctor  (Thormon  writes  his  friend) 
Paterlbn,  increales  in  his  bufmefs,  he  does  not  decreale  in 
fpleen  ;  but  there  is  a  certain  kind  of  Ipleen  that  is  both  hu 
mane  and  agreeable,  like  Jaques  in  the  piay."     Thomlbn  has 
defcribed  his  abfent  moods  in  the  "  Caltle  of  Indolence, '* 
ihinza  ten. 

"  With 
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"  With  him  was  fometimes  join'd  in  filent  walk, 

**  Profoundly  filent,  for  they  never  ipoke, 
«'  One  fhyer  ftill,  who  quite  detefted  talk, 

"  Oft'  ftang  by  fpleen,  at  once  away  he  broke 
'*  To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o'erfhadowing  oak  ; 

"  There  inly  thrill 'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone, 
"  And  on  himlelf  his  penfive  fury  woke  ; 

"  He  never  utter'd  word,  fave  when  firft  ftione 
"  The  glittering  ftar  of  eve — thank  Heav'n  the  day  is 
done. — 

The  Doctor  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  moft  of  the 
men  of  wit  and  learning  in  his  time ;  amongft  whom  were 
Dr.  Grainger,  Sir  John  Pringle,  Mr.  Fufeli,  and  others. 

Dr.  Johnlbn's  Life  of  Armftrong  can  hardly  be  called  even 
a  Sketch,  as  he  fpeaks  of  him  very  little  as  an  Author,  and 
not  at  all  as  a  man.  His  name  is  mentioned  very  refpectably 
by  feveral  characters  eminent  for  their  profeffional  and  literary 
abilities. 

Dr.  Cuming,  of  Dorchefter,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  fpeaks 
of  him  in  the  following  terms:  4<  I  was  early  acquainted  with 
Dr.  Armftrong,  have  often  vifited  him  at  his  lodgings,  knew 
many  of  -his  intimates,  have  met  him  in  company ;  but  from 
my  having  vifited  the  metropolis  fo  feldom  fince  my  refidence 
in  Dorfetfhire,  I  was  not  ib  well  acquainted  with  him  as  I 
fhould  otherwife  have  been,  or  wifhed  to  be.  He  always  ap 
peared, to  me  (and  I  was  confirmed  in  that  opinion  by  that  of 
his  moft  intimate  friends)  a  man  of  learning  and  genius,  of 
confiderable  abilities  in  his  profeffion,  of  great  benevolence  and 
goodnefs  of  heart ;  and  therefore  totally  unqualified  to  employ 
the  means  that  ufually  lead  to  medical  employment,  or  elbow 
his  way  through  a  crowd  of  competitors. ' ' 

His  Art  of  Prffervitig  Htalth,  on  account  of  the  reputation 
it  has  fo  juftly  acquired,  precludes  all  criticifm.  It  is  of  the 
higheft  fpecies  of  didactic  poetry,  and  of  a  merit  and  character 
fo  great,  as  to  rank  with  the  compofitions  of  Lucretius,  Horace, 
Virgil,  Boileau,  Akenfide,  Dyer,  and  Grainger.  Akenfide  has 
attempted  the  moft  rich  and  poetical  form  of  didactic  writing 
in  his  "  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  and  in  feveral  parts  fuc- 
ceeded  happily,  and  diiplayed  much  genius.  Armftrong  has 
not  aimed  at  fo  high  a  drain  as  Akenfide  ;  but  he  is  more  equal, 
and  maintains  throughout  a  chafte  and  correct  elegance. 

**  To  defcribe  fo  difficult  a  thing  gracefully  and  poetically, 
(fays  Dr.  Warton,  in  his  Reflections  on  Didactic  Poetry,]  as 
the  effects  of  a  diftemper  on  a  human  body,  was  relerved  for 
Dr.  Armftrong,  who  accordingly  hath  nobly  executed  it  at  the 

end 
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.1  the  poetical  performances  on  this  fubjec"r.,  (fays 
:nzie,  in  his  Hitlory  of  Health,}  that  have  come  to 
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end  of  his  Third  Book  of  his  Art  of  Prrfer-ving  Health,  where 
he  hath  given  us  that  pathetic  account  ol  the  Sweating  Sicknefs. 
There  is  a  claflkal  corrednefs  and  cloienefs  of  ftile  in  this 
Poem,  that  are  truly  admirable,  and  the  fubjedt  is  railed  and 
adorned  by  numberlels  poetical  images  " 

44  Of  all 
Dr.  Mackenzie, 

my  hands,  Dr.  Armftrong's  Art  of  Preferring  Health  is  by  far 
the  belt.  To  quote  every  charming  description  and  beautiful 
paflage  of  this  Poem,  one  muft  tranfcribe  the  whole.  We 
cannot,  however,  expedl  new  rules  where  the  principal  defigu 
was  to  raiie  and  warm  the  heart  into  a  compliance  with  the 
folid  precepts  of  the  ancients,  which  he  has  enforced  with 
great  llrength  and  elegance."  The  Dodlor  concludes  his  eu- 
Icgium  with  remarking  that,  "  upon  the  whole,  he  has  con 
vinced  us  by  his  own  example,  that  we  ought  not  to  biame  an 
tiquity  for  acknowledging 

44  One  power  of  phyfic,  melody,  and  long." 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

rPHE  Author  of  the  following  Pieces  has  at  laft  taken 
•*~  the  trouble  upon  him  to  collect  them,  and  to  have 
them  printed  under  his  own  inipe&ion,  a  taf£  that  he 
had  long  avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly  have 
fubmitted  himfelf  at  lad  but  for  the  fake  of  preventing 
their  being,  fome  time  hereafter,  expoied  in  a  ragged  man 
gled  condition,  and  loaded  with  more  faults  than  they 
originally  had,  while  it  might  be  impofiible  for  him,  by 
the  change  perhaps  of  one  letter,  to  recover  a  whole 
period  from  the  mod  contemptible  nonienfe. 

Along  with  fuch  pieces  as  he  had  formerly  offered  to 
the  public  he  takes  this  opportunity  of  prefenting  it 
with  fevtral  others,  fome  of  which  had  lain  by  'him. 
many  years:  what  he  has  loft,  and  efpecially  what  he 
has  deftroytd,  would  probably  enough  have  been  better 
received  by  the  great  majority  ot  readers  than  any  thing 
he  has  publifhed. 

'  But  he  never  courted  the' public  :  he  wrote  chiefly  for 
Ills  own  aniuicrnent,  and  becaufe  lie  found  it  an  gree- 
able  and  innocent  way  of  fomttimes  pailing  an  idle  hour : 
lie  has  always  moll  heartily  del  piled  the  opinion  of  the 
Mobility,  from  the  loweii  to  the  higheft  5  and  if  it  is 
true  what  he  has  Ibmetimes  been  told,  that  the  lx(t 
jiiciges  are  en  his  fide,  he  defires  no  more  in  the  article 
of  fame  and  renown  as  a  writer:  if  the  belt  judges  of 
this  age  h<noiir  him.  with  their  appiobarion,  all  the 
worft  too  of  the  next  will  favour  him  with  their's,  when 
by  Heaven's  grace  ht'll  be  too  far  beyond -the  reach  of 
their  unmeaning  praifes  to  receive  any  difguft  from 
them. 
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IN  FOUR  BOOKS. 

FIRST   PUBLISHED   IN   THE   YEAR    1744. 

BOOK  I.     AIR. 

"TYAUGHTER  of  Paeon,  queen  of  ev'ry  j  y, 

Hygeia!*  whofe  indulgent  fmile  fuftains 
Tlie  various  race  Ir.xuriant  JSattift  pcurs, 
And  on  th'  immortal  effenccs  barlows 
Immortal  youth,  aufpicious  O  defcend.  5 

Thou  cheerful  Guardian  of  the  rollinr  year! 
Whether  thou  wan  ton 'ft  on  the  weft  em  gale 
Or  fhak'ft  rhe  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 
Diffufeft  life  and  vigour  thro'  the  tracks 
Of  air,  thro*  earth  and  ocean's  rf-.-ep  domain.  10 

When  thro'  the  blue  fm-r.ity  of  htav'n 
Thy  powY  approaches,  all  the  wafte&il  hoft 
Ot  Pahi  and  Sicknefs,  icjualid  and  defoi'm'd, 
Confounded  fink  into  the-loathlbme  fiiioom, 
Where  in  deep  Ere'nis  involv'd,  the  fiends  15 

Grow  more  profane.      Whatewr  ftiapes  of  death, 
Shook  from  the  h'ukcns  chambers  of  the  globe, 
Swarm  thru'  the  fluii'.d'ring  air  ^  whatever  plagues 
Or  meagre  Famine  breeds,  or  with  flow  wings 
Rife  from  the  putrid  \v;u'ry  element,  zo 

The  damp  watte  fcrefl,  motior.L-fs  ar.c!  r""k, 
That  fnsothcrs  earth,  and  all  the  brerattikis  wir.us, 
Or  the  vile  :  \  h'  irrhnipari  field  ; 

V."::r.tcvcr  banetvl  bver.thes  the  lotten  fcilth  ; 
Whatever  ills  t'n'  extremes  or  fucklen  clvu-ge  z 5 

Oi"  cold  and  hot  or  moift  and  cry  pr-duci:, 
They  fly  thy  pure  effulgence,  (luy  and  all 
The  fccret  poilons  of  avenging  Hc-av'n, 

::!1  (lie  pale  fribes  halting  in  the  train 
O;  Vice  and  heed  lets  Pleafure  j  or  if  aught  30 

ia  the   ro'tdefi  of  Fesllh   n-rs,    nccor;:i'ie  to   the 
)  •    .     -•    •  who  as  well  as  ApoiU 

Ji;.0-Jiibvc;  by  the  ransc  of  Paou. 

B 
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The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burning  fky, 
Mouxnful  eclipfe,  or  planets  ill  combin'd, 
Portend  difaftrous  to  the  vital  world, 
Thy  falutary  pow'r  averts  their  rage, 
Averts  the  gen'ral  bane  j  and  but  for  thee  35 

Nature  would  (icken,  Nature  foon  would  die. 

Without  thy  cheerful  active  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  breaft,  no  poet  (ings, 
No  more  the  maids  of  Heiicon  delight. 
Come  then  with  me  O  Goddefs  heav'nly  gay  !  40 

Begin  the  long,  and  let  it  fweetly  flow, 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wholefome  laws  j 
*•*  How  bed  the  fickle  fabric  to  fupport 
'*  Of  mortal  man  ;  in  healthful  body  how 
"  A  healthful  mind  the  longeit  to  maintain."  45 

'Tis  hard  in  fuch  a  ftrife  of  rules  to  chufe 
The  beft,  and  thole  of  moft  extenfive  ufe  j 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong, 
Dry  philofophic  precepts  to  convey : 
Yet  with  thy  aid  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace  50 

Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Thro'  paths  the  Mufts  never  trod  before. 

Nor  fhould  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  way 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  fagacious  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  perHlential  fire,  55 

And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd*  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 
Thou  long  the  fav'rite  of  the  Healing  Pow'rs, 
Indulge  O  Mead  !  a  well-defign'd  Effay, 
Howe'er  imperfecl,  and  permit  that  I  60 

My  little  knowjedge  with  my  country  (hare, 
Till  you  the  rich  Afclepian  (lores  unlock, 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  fev'rifli  world  would  wear 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind,  65 

Fly  the  rank  city,  (him  its  turbid  air, 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  (moke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead, 
The  dying,  fick'ning,  and  the  living,  world 
Exhal'd,  to  fully  HeavVs  transparent  dome  70 
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With  dim  mortality.     It  is  not  air 
That  from  a  thoufand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine, 
Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 
The  fpoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 
Oi   Nature,  when  from  fbape  and  texture  (he  75 

Rtlaples  into  fighting  elements  ; 
Ir  is  not  Air,  but  floats  a  naufeous  mafs 
Of  all  obfcene,  corrupt,  offenfive,  things. 
Much  moiiiure  hurts  ;  but  here  a  fordid  bath, 
Wi'h  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more  80 

The  iblid  frame  than  fimple  moifture  can. 
Btfides,  immur'd  in  many  a  fullen  bay 
That  never  felt  the  frtfhnefs  of  the  breeze, 
This  flumb'ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 
With  fickly  reft  j  and  (tho'  the  lungs  abhor  85 

To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyfs) 
Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 
Roll'd  from  fo  many  thund'ring  chimnies,  tame 
The  putrid  fleams  that  overfwarm  the  iky, 
This  cauftic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode  90 

Thole  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  Air, 
In  vain  with  all  their  unftuous  rills  bedew'd, 
Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes  that  yawn      ' 
In  countlefs  pores  o'er  all  the  pervious  flcin 
Imbib'd,  would  poifon  the  balfamic  blood,  95 

And  roufe  the  heart  to  ev'ry  fever's  rage. 
While  yet  you  breathe  away  j  the  rural  wilds 
Invite,  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales, 
The  woods,  the  ftreams,  and  each  ambrofial  breeze 
That  fans  the  ever-undulating  fky,  100 

A  kindly  Iky  !  whofe  Lft'ring  pow'r  regales 
Man,  bcaft,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 
Find  then  fome  woodland  fcene  where  Nature  fmiles 
Benign,  where  all  her  honeft  children  thrive. 
To  us  there  wants  not  many  a  happy  feat :  105 

Look  round  the  fmiling  land,  fuch  numbers  rife 
We  hardly  fix,  bewikier'd  in  our  choice. 
See  where  enthron'd  in  adamantine  ftate, 
Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windibr  fits; 
There  chufe  thy  feat,  in  fome  afpiring  grove  no 

B  2 
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Faft  by  the  tlowly  winding  Thames,  or  where 
Broader  (he  laves  fair  Richmond's  green  retreats, 
(Richmond  !  that  fees  an  hundred  villas  rile 
Rural  or  gay.)     O  from  the  fummer's  r.ige, 
O  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides  115 

Umbrageous  Ham  ! — But  it'  the  bufy  Town 
Attract  thee  ftill  to  toil  for  pow'r  or  gold, 
Sweetly  thou  may'it  thy  vacant  hours  poiTefs 
In  Hampftead,  courted  by  the  weftern  wind, 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood,          123 
Or  lofe  the  world  amid  the  fylvan  wilds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barbVcus  arts  unlpoil'd. 
Green  rife  the  Kentifli  hills  in  cheerful  Air  5 
But  on  the  marmy  plains  that  Lincoln  ipreads 
Build  not,  nor  reft  too  long  thy  wand'ring  feet  j         125 
For  on  a  ruftic  throne  of  dewy  turf, 
With  baneful  fogs  her  aking  temples  bound?a 
Qnartana  there  prefides,  a  meagre  fiend. 
Btgot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutal  force 
Comprefs'd  the  flothful  Naiad  of  the  Fens.  130 

From  fuch  a  mixture  fprung  this  fitful  peft 
With  fev'riih  blafts  fubdues  the  fick'ning  land : 
Cold  tremors  come,  with  mighty  love  of  reft, 
Convulfive  yawnings,  latitude,  and  pains, 
That  fting  the  burden'd  brows,  fatigue  the  loins,    135 
And  rack  the  joints,  and  ev'ry  torpid  limb, 
Then  parching  heat  fucceeds  till  copious  fweats 
Overflow,  a  fhort  relief  from  former  ills : 
Beneath  repeated  ihocks  the  wretches  pine  j 
The  vigour  finks,  the  habit  melts  away,  140 

The  cheerful,  pure,  and  animated  bloom 
Dies  from  the  face,  with  fquaiid  Atrophy 
D-vour d,  in  fallow  melancholy  clad, 
And  oft  the  forc'refs  in  her  fated  wrath 
Rr'ilgns  them. to  the  Furies  of  her  train,  14.  5 

The  bloated  Kydrcps,  and  the  yellow  fiend 
Ting'd  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  queft  of  iites  avoid  the  mournful  plain, 
Where  ofiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  love  the  lake, 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow  j  j  50 
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Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marfhy  margin  of  the  main  j 
For  from  the  humid  foil,  and  wat'ry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rife  j  the  fpungy  air 
For  ever  weeps,  or  turgid  with  the  weight  155 

Of  waters  pours  a  founding  deluge  down. 
Skies  fuch  as  thefe  let  ev'ry  mortal  fhun, 
Who  dreads  the  dropfy,  palfy,  or  the  gout, 
Tertian,  corrofive  fcurvy,  or  moift  catarrh, 
Or  any  other  injury  that  grows  160 

From  raw  fpun  fibres,  idle  and  unftrung, 
Skin  ill  peripiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loit'i  ing  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  fkies  we  pine, 
For  Air  may  be  too  dry.     The  fubtile  heav'rr,         165 
That  winnows  into  dull  the  blafted  downs, 
Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a  ftream, 
Too  faft  imbibes  th'  attenuated  lymph 
Which  by  the  furfacefrcm  the  blood  exhales  j 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  efiay  170 

Their  flexible  vibrations,  or  inflam'd 
Their  tender  ever  moving  ftrufture  thaws  : 
Spoil'd  of  its  limpid  vehicle  the  blood 
A  mafs  of  lees  remains,  a  drofly  tide 
That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro'  the  veins  175 

Unaclive  in  the  fervices  of  life, 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  thro* 
The  fecret  mazy  channels  of  the  brain  : 
The  melancholic  fiend  (that  worft  defpair 
Of  phyfic)  hence  the  ruft  complexion'1  d  man  180 

Purfues  whofe  blood  is  dry,  whofe  fibres  gain 
Too  itretchM  a  tone;  and  hence  in  climes  aduft 
So  Hidden  tumults  feize  the  trembling  nerves, 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

Fly  if  you  can  thefe  violent  extremes  185 

Of  Air  j  the  wholefome  is  nor  moift  nor  dry. 
But  as  the  pow'r  of  cluifmg  is  deny'd 
To  half  mankind  a  further  ta(k  enfues, 
How  bett  to  mitigate  thele  fell  extremes, 
How  breathe  unhurt  the  withering  element, 
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Or  hazy  atmofphere  ;  tho'  cuftom  moulds 

To  ev'ry  clime  the  foft  Promethean  clay, 

And  he  who  firft  the  fogs  of  EiTex  breathM 

(So  kind  is  native  Air)  may  in  the  Fens 

pf  Effex  from  inveterate  ills  revive  195 

At  pure  Monfpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 

But  if  the  raw  and  oozy  heav'n  offend 

Correcl  the  foil,  and  dry  the  fources  up 

Of  wat"ry  exhalation;  wide  and  deep 

Conduct:  your  trenches  thro'  the  quaking  bog;          200 

Solicitous  with  all  your  winding  arts, 

Betray  th'  unwilling  lake  into  the  ftream, 

And  weed  the  forelt,  and  invoke  the  winds 

To  break  the  toils  where  ftrangled  vapours  lie, 

Or  thro'  the  thickets  fend  the  crackling  flames  :         205 

Meantime  at  home  with  cheerful  fires  difpel 

The  humid  Air,  and  let  your  table  fmoke 

With  folid  roaft  or  bak'd,  cr  what  the  herds 

Of  tamer  breed  fupply,  or  what  the  wilds 

Yield  to  the  toilfome  pleafures  of  the  chafe  :  ai« 

Gen'rous  your  wine,  the  boaft  of  rip'ning  years, 

But  frugal  be  your  cups  :   the  languid  frame, 

Vapid  and  funk  from  yefterday's  debauch, 

Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat'ry  heav'ns. 

But  neither  thefe  nor  all  Apollo's  arts  215 

Difsrm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  fky, 

Unlefs  with  exercife  and  manly  toil 

You  brace  your  nerves,  and  fpur  the  lagging  blood. 

The  fatt'ning  clime  let  all  the  fons  of  Kale 

Avoid.     If  Indolence  would  wifli  to  live,  »zo 

Go  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  flow  year 

In  fairer  fkies.     If  droughty  regions  parch 

The  (kin  and  lungs,  and  bake  the  thick'ning  blood, 

Deep  in  the  waving  foi  eft  chufe  your  feat, 

Where  fuming  trees  refrefli  the  thirfty  Air,  2x5 

And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  iecret  beds, 

And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  ftream 

Here  fpread  your  gardens  wide,  and  let  the  cool, 

The  moift  relaxing  vegetable  ftore 

Prevail  in  each  repaft  5  your  food  fupply'd  239 
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By  bleeding  life  be  gently  wafted  down 
By  {'oft  deco&ion,  and  a  mellowing  heat 
To  liquid  balm ;  or  if  the  Iblid  niai's 
You  chufe,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave, 
That  thro'  the  thirlty  channels  of  the  blood  235 

A  fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow, 
The  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool  recefs 
Its  nectar  acid  or  benign  will  pour 
To  drown  your  thirft,  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 
Of  keen  fherbet  the  fickle  lafie  relieve  j  243 

For  with  the  yi icons  blocd  the  fimple  ftream 
Will  hardly  mingle,  and  fermented  cups 
Oft  diflipate  moje  moifture  than  they  give. 
Yet  when  pale  feaions  rife,  or  Winter  rolls 
His  horrors  o'er  the  world,  thou  may'ft  indulge        245 
In  feafts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  calk  :  then  too  the  fcourging  Air 
Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  'fultry  droughts 
Allow  ;  but  rarely  we  fuch  ikies  blafpherue  : 
Steep'd  in  continual  rains,  crwith  raw  togs  150 

Bedew'd,  our  icafons  droop ;  incumbent  itill 
A  pond'rous  heav'n  o'erwheims  the  finking  foul: 
Lab  ring  with  florms  in  heapy  mountains  rife 
Th'  embattled  clouds, -as  if  the  Stygian  fhades 
Had  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  Night,  155 

Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  ibuth  defcends. 
Scarce  in  a  ihowVieis  day  the  heav'ns  indulge 
Our  melting  clime,  except  the  baleful  eaft 
Withers  the  tender  fpring,  and  Iburiy  checks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.     Qur  fathers  talk'd  *6o 

Of  iummei  s,  balmy  airs,   and  fkies  {erene  : 
Good  Htav'n  !  for  what  unexpiated  crimes 
This  diimsl  change  !  Tiie  brooding  elements 
Do  they,  your  powerful  minifters  of  wrath,    l 
Picpare  feme  fierce  exterminating  plague  ?  165 

Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above 
That  lefty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 
Indulgent  Nature  !  O  diffolve  this  gloom ! 
Bind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 
That  drown  or  wither,  give  the  genial  v/e^  a'/Q 
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To  breathe,  and  in  its  turn  the  1'prightly  north, 
And  may  once  more  the  circling  fealbns  rule 
The  year,  not  mix  in  cv'ry  monftrous  day! 

Meantime  the  moift  malignity  to  flum 
Of  burdened  flcies,  mark  where  the  dry  champaign   275 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills,  where  marjoram 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  Air, 
And  where  the  cynorrhodon  *  with  the  rofe 
For  fragrance  vies,  for  in  the  thirfty  foil 
Moft  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes  :  a8o 

There  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  balking  fteep 
Afcend,  there  light  thy  hofpitable  fires, 
And  let  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arife, 
The  fummer  ev'ning  blufhing  in  the  weft, 
•While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind         485 
O'erhung  defends  you  from  the  bluft'ring  north, 
And  bleak  affliction  of  the  peevifh  eaft. 
O  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  founding  fored  fluctuates  in  the  ftorm, 
To  fink  in  warm  repofe,  and  hear  the  din  490 

Howl  o'er  the  fteady  battlement*  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  fleep  ! 
The  rnurm'ring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarfer  ftrain 
Of  waters  rufliing  o'er  the  flipp'ry  rocks 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrofial  reft.  295 

To  pleale  the  fancy  is  no  trifling  good 
Where  Health  is  ftudy'd  ;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight  promotes  the  juft 
And  nat'ral  movements  of  th'  harmonious  frame. 
Befides,  the  fportive  brook  for  ever  (hakes  300 

The  trembling  Air  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill, 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  inceflant  change 
Of  pin-eft  element,  refrefliing  ftill 
Your  airy  feat,  and  uninfe61ed  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praife  the  man  who  builds  305 

High  on  the  breezv  ridge,  whole  lofty  fides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  endlefs  billows  chafes  j 
His  purer  manfion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

*  The  wild  rofe,  or  that  which  ^rows  on  the  common  brier. 
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But  may  no  foi-s  from  Jake  cr  fenny  pfain  310 

Involve  my  hill !  and  where/be'cr  you  buiid", 
Whether  on  fun-burnt  Epibvn,  or  the  plains 
Wafh'd  by  the  fileivt  Lee,  in  Cheliea  low, 
Or  high  Blackheaih,  with  wintry  winds  afiail'J, 
Dry  be  your  houle,  but  airy  more  than  warm,  31  5 

Elie  ev'ry  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  ftrike 
Your  tender  body  thro'  with  rapid  pains, 
Fierce  coughs  will  teafe  you,  hoarfenefs  bind  ycur  voice, 
Or  mcirt  gravtdo  load  your  aching  brows. 
The/e  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell  320 

In  cloifter'd  Air  tainted  with  iteaming  life, 
Let  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms, 
And  Ilili  at  azure  noontide  Tnay  your  dome 
At  ev'ry  window  drink  the  liquid  fky. 

Netd  we  the  funny  fituation  here,  325 

And  theatres  open  to  the  fouth  commend, 
Here  where  the  Morning's  mifty  breath  infefts 
More  than  the  torrid  nocn  ?  How  lickly  grow, 
How  pale,  the  plants  in  thofe  ill-fated  vales 
That  circled  round  with  the  gigantic  heap  339 

Of  mountains  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun  ! 
While  on  the  neighb'ring  hill  the  rofe  inflames 
The  verdant  fpring,  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily  languifhingly  fvveer,  33 

O'er  ev'ry  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  rummer's  ray. 
Nor  lefs  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  fofl'ring  fun,  whole  energy  divine 
Dwells  not  in  moria!  fiie,  whole  gen'rous  heat  340 

Glows  ihro*  the  mal's  of  grcffcr  elements, 
And  kindles  into  life  the  pond'rous  fpheres  : 
Cheer'd  by  thy  kind  invigorating  warmth 
We  court  thy  beams  great  Majelty  of  Day  ! 
If  not  the  Icul  the  regent  of  this  world, 
Tail -bun  of  Ikuv'u,  and  only  leis  than  God  !         3^6 
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gNOUGH  of  Air  ;  a  defert  fubje5l  now, 
Rougher  and  wilder,  riles  to  my  fight; 
A  barren  wafte,  where  not  a  garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Mufe's  brow,  not  ev'n  a  proud 
Stupendous  iblitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath,  5 

To  roufe  a  noble  horror  in  the  foul, 
.But  rugged  paths  fatigae,  and  Error  leads 
Thro'  endlefs  labyrinths  the  devious  feet- 
Farewell  ethereal  Fields  !  the  humbler  arts 
Of  life,  the  Table  and  the  homely  Gods,  10 

Demand  my  long  :   Elyfian  Gales  adieu  ! 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  fuirits  flow, 
The  gen'rous  ftream  that  waters  ev'ry  part, 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life,  conveys 
To  ev'iy  particle  that  moves  or  lives,  15 

This  vital  fluid,  thro'  unnumber'd  tubes 
Pour'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded,  fcourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round, 
'Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  at  laft  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature;  virulent  and  thin  ao 

It  grows,  and  now  but  that  a  thoufand  gates 
Are  ppen  to  its  flight  it  would  deftroy 
The  parts  it  cherifh'd  and  repair'd  before. 
Befides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildell  mod  neclareous  tide  25 

That  rip'ning  Nature  rolls,  as  in  the  iiream 
Its  crumbling  banks ;  but  what  the  vital  force 
Of  plaftic  fluids  hourly  batters  down 
That  very  force  whole  plaftic  particles 
Rebuild  :  fo  mutable  the  ftate  of  man  !  30 

For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  giv'n, 
Daily  with  frem  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expenfe  of  life, 
This  neceiTary  wafte  of  flefti  and  blood  : 
Hence  the  conco&ive  pow'rs  with  various  art  3  5 
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Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle, 

The  chyle  to  blood,  the  foamy  purple  tide 

To  liquors,  which  thro'  finer  arteries 

To  different  parts  their  winding  courfe  purfue, 

To  try  new  changes  and  new  form  put  on  40 

Or  for  the  public  or  ibine  private  u(e. 

Nothing  fo  foreign  but  th'  athletic  hind 
Can  labour  into  blood.     The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears,  or  ailments  too  thin, 
By  violent  pow'rs  too  eafily  fubdu'd  45 

Tco  Toon  expell'd.     His  daily  labour  thaws 
To  friendly  chyle  the  mod  rebellious  rr.afs 
That  fait  can  harden,  or  the  fmolce  of  years j 
Nor  does  his  gorge  the  lufcious  bacon  rue, 
Nor  that  which  Ceftria  fends,  tenacious  pafte  50 

Of  (olid  milk.     But  ye  of  lofter  clay, 
Infirm  and  delicate,  and  ye  who  \va(te 
With  pale  and  bloated  floth  the  tedious  day, 
Avoid  the  ftubborn  aliment,  avoid 
The  full  repaft,  and  let  iagacious  Age  55 

Grow  wifer,  leMonM  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  fubtiliz'd  to  chyle  the  liquid  food 
Read  left  obeys  th'  affimilating  pow'rs, 
And  foon  the  tender  vegetable  mafs 
Kelcnts,  and  foon  the  young  of  thofe  that  tread  60 

The  fttadfaft  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abyis, 
Or  pathlefs  Iky.    And  if  the  fteer  muft  fall, 
Jn  youth  and  ianguine  vigour  let  him  die, 
Nor  ftay  till  rigid  age  or  heavy  ails 
Abiolve  him  ill- requited  from  the  yoke.  65 

Some  with  high  forage  and  luxuriant  eafe 
Indulge  the  vet'ran  ox  $  but  wiier  thou 
From  the  bald  mountain,  or  the  barren  downs, 
Expeft  the  flocks  by  frugal  Nature  fed, 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercife 
Kehn'd  and  fcanty  fare  ;  for,  old  or  young, 
The  ftall'd  are  never  healthy,  nor  the  cramm'd. 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholefome  food  th'  abominable  growth 
Of  reit  and  gluttony  ;  the  prudent  talte  75 
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Reje&s  like  bane  fuch  loathfome  lufcioufnefs  j 

The  languid  ftomach  curies  e'en  the  pure 

Delicious  fat,  and  all  the  race  of  oil, 

For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 

Its  te'eble  tone,  and  with  the  eager  lymph  S» 

(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets) 

Coyly  they  mix,  and  Hum  with  flippYy  wiles 

The  woo'd  embrace.    Th'  irrefoluMe  oil, 

So  gentle  late  and  blandifhing,  in  floods 

Of  rancid  bile  o'erflows  :  what  tumults  hence  85 

What  horrors  rife  were  naufeous  to  relate. 
Chufe  leaner  viands,  ye  whofe  jovial  make 

Too  faft  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes, 

Chufe  fober  meals,  and  roufe  to  a6Hve  life 

Your  cumbrous  clay,  nor  on  th"  enfeebling  down        90 

Irrefolute  protract  the  meaning  hours  : 

But  let  the  man  whofe  bones  are  thinlv  cLid 

With  cheerful  eafe  and  fucculent  repaft 

Improve  his  habit  if  he  can;  for  each 

Extreme  departs  from  perfect  fanity.  95 

I  could  relate  what  table  this  demands 
Or  that  complexion,  what  the  various  pow'rs 
Of  various  foods  ;  but  fifty  years  would  roll 
And  fifty  more  before  the  tale  were  done. 
Befides,  there  often  lurks  fome  namelefs,  ftrange,      100 
Peculiar  thing,  nor  on  the  fkin  difplay'd, 
Felt  in  the  pulfe,  nor  in  the  habit  feen, 
Which  finds  a  poifon  in  the  food  that  moft 
The  temperature  afifcib.     There  are  whofe  blood 
Impetuous  rapr-s  thro"  the  turgid  veins  105 

Wiio  better  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  Ind 
Than  the  moiil  melon  or  pale  cucumber : 
Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 
Supply'd  with  fuughter,  and  the  vernal  pow'rs 
For  cooler  kinder  fuftenance  implore  :  1 10 

Some  ev'n  the  geri'rous  nutriment  deteft 
Which  in  the  fhell  the  fk-eping  embryo  rears  : 
Some,  more  unhappy  IH11,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales,  foft,  delicio'-is,  nnd  benign, 
The  balniy  quinteflence  of  ev Vy  fiow'r,  i  r  5 


AftT  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.  1$ 

And  evVy  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  Ipring, 

The  foft'ring  dew  of  tender  fprouting  Hie, 

The  beft  refec~lion  of  declining  age 

The  kind  reftorative  of  thole  who  lie 

KEalf  dead  and  panting,  from  the  doubtful  ftrife         12^ 

Of  nature  ftruggling  in  the  grafp  of  death. 

Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertile  globe 

There  is  not  ilich  a  falutary  food 

As  fuits  with  ev'ry  ftorrtach  5  but  (except 

Amid  the  mingled  mafs  of  fifh  and  fowl,  125 

And  boil!d  and  bak'd  you  hefitate,  by  which 

You  funk  opprefs'd,  or  whether  not  by  all) 

Taught  by  experience  foon  you  may  oifcern 

What  pleafes,  what  offends.     Avoid  the  cates 

That  lull  the  ficken'd  appetite  too  long,  j  $9 

Or  heave  with  fev'rifh  flufliings  all  the  face, 

Burn  in  the  palms,  and  parch  the  roughening  tongue, 

Or  much  dnninifh  «r  too  much  increafe 

Tlr  expenie  which  Nature's  wile  economy 

Without  or  wafte  or  avarice  maintains.  135 

Swch  cates  abjur'd  let  prowling  Hunger  loofe, 

And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 

They  fcarce  can  err  amid  the  various  ftores 

That  burft  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  fagacious  talte  the  ruthlefs  king  140 

Of  beafts  on  blood  and  (laughter  only  lives  j 
The  tiger,  form'd  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
Would  at  the  manger  ftarve  ;  of  milder  feeds 
The  genVous  horfe  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Confines  his  wi(h,  tho'  fabling  Greece  refound  1^.5 

The  Thracian  fteeds  with  human  carnage  wild. 
Prompted  by  inftincVs  never- erring  pow'r 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment  j 
But  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  ev'ry  clime, 
With  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds.  150 

Directed,  bounded,  by  his  pow'r  within 
Their  cravings  are  well-aim'd.     Voluptuous  man 
Is  by  fuperior  faculties  mifled, 
Mifled  from  pleafure  e'en  in  queft  of  joy. 
Sated  with  Nature's  boons,  what  thoulands  feek,      1 5  5 
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With  difhes  tortur'd  from  their  native  taiie 
And  mad  variety,  to  fpur  beyond 
Its  wifer  will  the  jaded  appetite  ! 
Is  this  for  pleafbre?  learn  a  jufter  tafte, 
And  know  that  tetnp'iance  is  true  luxury  ;  160 

Or  is  it  pride  ?  puriue  lome  nobler  aim  j 
Difmifs  your  parafites  who  praiie  for  hire, 
And  earn  the  fair  tfteem  of  honeft  men, 
Whofe  praife  is  fame.    Form'd  of  inch  clay  as  ycur's 
The  fick,  the  needy,  fhiver  at  your  gates }  105 

E'en  modeft  Want  may  blefs  your  hand  unfeen, 
Tho'  hufli'd  in  patient  wretchednefs  at  home. 
Is  there  no  virgin  grac'd  with  ey'ry  charm 
But  that  which  bii.ds  the  mercenary  vow? 
NO  youth  of  genius,  whofe  neglected  bloom  170 

Unrpfter'd,  fickens  in  the  barren  (hade? 
Nor  worthy  man  by  Fortune's  random  blows, 
Or  by  a  heart  too  gen'rons  and  humane, 
Conftrain'd  to  leave  his  happy  natal  feat, 
And  figh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ?  175 

There  are,  while  human  miferies  abound, 
A  thoufand  ways  to  waile  luperfluous  wealth, 
Without  one  fool  or  flatt'rer  at  your  board, 
Without  one  hour  of  ficknefs  or  difguft. 

But  other  ills  trT  ambiguous  feaft  purfue,  iSo 

Btfides  provoking  the  laicivious  talre. 
Such  various  foods,  tho'  harmlefs  each  alone, 
Each  other  violate,  and  oft'  we  fee, 
What  ft  rife  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane 
From  combinations  of  innoxious  things.  185 

Th1  unbounded  tafte  I  mean  not  to  confine 
To  hermit's  Diet,  needlefsly  fevere  : 
But  would  you  long  the  fweets  of  Health  enjoy, 
Or  hufband  pleafur.e,  at  one  impious  meal 
Exhauft  not  half  the  bounties, of  the  year  190 

Of  ev'ry  realm.     It  matters  not  n>ean  while 
How  much  to-morrow  differ  from  to-day  ; 
So  far  indulge  :  it  is  fit  befides  that  man, 
To  change  obnoxious,  be  to  change  inur'd  : 
B.it  flay  the  curious  appetite,  and  tails 
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With  caution  fruits  you  never  try'ci  btfore  : 
For  want  of  life  the  kindeft  aliment 
Sometimes  offends,  while  cuftom  tames  the  rnge 
Of  poilbn  to  nuld  amity  with  lite. 

So  Hi-av'n  has  form'd  us  to  the  gen'ral  lafte  200 

Ot  all  its  gifts,  fo  cuftom  has  improved 
This  bent  of  Nature,  that  few  fnnple  foods 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield, 
But  by  excels  offend.    Beyond  the  lenfe 
Of  light  refection  at  the  genial  board  205 

Indulge  not  often,  nor  protract  the  feaft 
To  dull  fatiety,  till  foft  and  flow 
A  drowfy  death  creeps  on  th'  expinfive  foul, 
GppreiVd  and  fmother'd  the  celellial  fire. 
The  ftomach  ur«;'d  beyond  its  active  tone  210 

Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  fubdues 
The  fofteft  food  ;  unfinifh'd  and  deprav'd, 
The  chyle  in  all  its  future  wand'rings  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain,  nor  by  purer  dreams 
So  to  be  clear' d  but  foulnefs  will  remain.  215 

To  fparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th'  unripen'd  grape  ?  or  what  mechanic  Ikill 
From  the  crude  ore  can  fpin  the  ductile  gold  ? 

Grofs  riot  treafures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues,  but  more  immedicable  ills  220 

Attend  the  lean  extreme  ;  for  phyfic  knows 
How  to  disburden  the  too  tumid  veins, 
E'en  how  to  ripen  the  half-laboui  'd  blood  ? 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes 

ColhpsM  and  fhrunk  with  long  inanity,  425 

And  wifh  baliamic  nutriment  repair 
The  dry'cl  and  worn-cut  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  fecond  i'pring, 
Or  the  tali  am  long  ravim'd  from  the  foil 
Thro'  whither'd  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew.  230 

When  hunger  calls  obey,  nor  often  wait 
Till  hunger  fharpen  to  corrofive  pain  ; 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  fcaft  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear,  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverie.  *35 

C  z 
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Too  greedily  th'  txhaufted  veins  ahiorb 
Tl'.e  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  powers 
Oft'  to  th'  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities  by  the  firm- let  fiege 
And  famine  humbled  may  this  verfe  be  borne  j 
And  hear  ye  hardieft  Sons  that  Albion  breeds, 
Long  tofs'd  and  famiftTd  on  the  wat'y  main ! 
The  war  fhook  oft,  or  hofpitable  fhore 
Attain'd,  with  temp'rance  bear  the  fhock  of  joy, 
Nor  crown  with  feftive  rites  th'  aufpicious  day  j 
Such  feaft  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  waves, 
Than  war  or  famine.     While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on, 
But  prudently  foment  the  wand'ring  fpark 
With  what  the  fooneft  feeds  its  kindred  touch  : 
Be  frugal  e'en  of  that ;  a  little  give 
At  firft,  that  kindled  add  a  little  more, 
Till  by  deliberate  nouriming  the  flame 
RevivM  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  tho'  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune) 
Extremes  have  each  their  vice,  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that  ;  fo  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
JMay  bring.    Befides,  a  meagre  day  fubdues 
The  cruder  clods  by  floth  or  luxury 
Collected,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  aveifion  to  the  feaft 
Comes  on  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lowers  j 
Then  is  a  time  to  fhun  the  tempting  board, 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day : 
Perhaps  a  faft  fo  feafonable  ftarves 
The  latent  feeds  of  woe,  which  rooted  once 
Might  ccfc  you  labour  :  but  the  day  return'd 
Of  feftal  luxury,  the  wife  indulge 
Moft  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  ; 
Then  chiefly  when  the  rummer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  heav?ns,  or  angry  Sinus  fheds 
A  fevYifh  taint  thro'  theftiil  gulf  of  air  j 
The  rnoiit  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup 
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From  the  frefh  dairy- virgin's  lib'ral  hand, 
Will  faveyour  head  from  harm  tho'  round  the  world 
The  dreaded  caulbs*  roll  his  wafteful  fires. 
Pale  humid  Winter  loves  the  gen'rous  board, 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  a  warmer  fare.  480 

And  longs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart.     The  feafons  which  divide 
Th'  empires  of  heat  and  cold,  by  neither  claim'd, 
Influenc'd  by  both,  a  middle  regimen 
Impofe.    Thro' autumn's  languifhing  domain  185 

Descending  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury :  but  from  the  depth 
Of  winter,  when  th'  invigorated  year 
Emerges,  when  Favonius,  fluAYd  with  love, 
Toytul  and  young,  in  ev'ry  breeze  defcends  '190 

More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride, 
Then  Shepherds  '  then  begin  to  (pare  your  flocks, 
And  learn  with  wife  humanity  to  check 
The  lull  of  bloot!.    Now  pregnant  e«rth  commits 
A  various  offspring  to  th'  indulgent  fky,  »95 

Now  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavifh  hand 
The  prone  creation,  yidds  what  once  fuffic'd 
Their  dainty  iovc'reign  when  the  world  was  young, 
Ere  yet  the  barb'rous  thirft  of  blood  had  feized 
The  human  breaft. — Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  (uits  it  moftj  fodoes  each  clime.  301 

Far  in  the  horrid  realms  of  Winter,  where 
Th1  eftabhuYd  ocean  heaps  a  mcnftrous  wafte 
Of  mining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole, 
There  lives  a  hardy  race,  whofe  plainelt  wants  305 

Relentlefs  eaith,  thtir  cruel  ftep- mother, 
Regards  not.  On  the  walte  of  iron  fields 
Uiuam'd,  intrailable,  no  harvefts  wave  ; 
Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownifh  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.  In  this  frozen  world  31* 

Such  cooling  gitts  were  vain  ;  a  filter  meal 
Is  earn'd  with  eafe,  for  here  the  fruitful  fpawn 
Of  ocean  fwarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
Wiui  gtn'rous  fare  and  luxury  profuie.  315 

*  The  burning  fever. 

C  3  - 
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Thef;  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know, 
Thefe  and  their  willing  flave  the  deer,  that  crops 
The  fhrubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 
Girt  by  the  burning  zone  not  thus  the  South 
H.er  fwarthy  fons  in  either  Ind  maintains, 
Or  thirfty  Libya,  from  whofe  fervid  loins  320 

The  lion  bunts,  and  ev'ry  fiend  that  roams 
Th'  affrighted  wiiderneis.     The  mountain  herd 
Aduft  and  dry  no  fweet  repaft  affords, 
Nor  does  t^fc  tepid  main  inch  kinds  produce, 
So  perfect,  To  delicious,  as  the  (heals  325 

Of  icy  Zembla.     Rafnly  where  the  blood 
Brews  fev'rifh  frays,  where  fcarce  the  tubes  fuftain 
Its  tumid  fervour  and  tempeiiuous  courie, 
Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  iuch  girts  as  thefe  : 
But  here  in  livid  npeneis  melts  the  grape,  330 

Here  finiuYd  by  invigorating  funs, 
Thro'  the  green  finds  the  golden  orange  glows, 
Spontaneous  5  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
A  gen'rous  pulp,  the  coco  fwells  on  high 
With  milky  riches,  and  in  horrid  mail  335 

The  crifp  anana  wraps  its  poignant  iweets, 
Earth's  vaunted  progeny!  in  ruder  air 
Too  coy  to  (jourifii,  ev'n  too  proud  to  live, 
Or  hardly  raised  by  artificial  fire 

7"o  vapid  life  :  here  with  a  mother's  fmile  340 

Glad  Amalthea  pours  her  copious  horn  ; 
Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns  j  th'  autumnal  fea 
In  boundleis  billows  fluctuates  o'er  their  plains  : 
What  fuits  the  climate  bed,  what  i'uits  the  men, 
Nature  profufes  moft,  and  moft  the  tafte  345 

Demands.     The  fountain  edg'd  with  racy  wine 
Or  acid  fruit  bedews  their  thirfty  fouls; 
The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  limbs 
^upports  in  elfe  intolerable  air, 

While  the  cool  paim,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove      35$ 
That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  afiuage 
The  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

Now  come  ye  Naiads !   to  the  fountains  lead  ; 
Now  let  me  wander  thro'  your  g4id  reign  j 
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£  burn  to  view  tlf  enthufiaftic  wilds  555 

By  mortal  elfe  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
OK  waters  thund'rirtg  o'er  the  ruined  cliffs  ; 
With  holy  rev'rence  I  approach  the  rocks 
Whence  glide  the  (treams  renown'd  in  ancient  fong. 
Here  from  the  clefert  doWh  the  rumbling  fteep  360 

Firft  fprings  the  Nile,  here  burfts  the  founding  Po 
In  angry  waves,  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
A  mighty  flood  to  water  half  the  eaft, 
And  there  in  Gothic  iblitude  reclin'd 
The  cheerleis  Tanais  pours  his  hoary  urn.  365 

What  folemn  twilight !  what  itupendous  fliades 
Jnwrap  thefe  infant  floods  !  thro1  ev'ry  nerve 
A  (acred  horror  thrills,  a  pleafing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.     The  foreft  deepens  round, 
And  more  gigantic  ftill  th'  impending  trees  370 

Stretch  their  extravagant  arms  athwart  the  gloom  ! 
Are  thefe  the  confines  of  fome  Fairy  world, 
A  land  of  Genii  ?  Say  beyond  thefe  wilds 
What  unknown  nations  ?  if  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies;  and  whither  leads,  375 

To  wl'at  ftrange  regions,  or  of  blifs  or  pain, 
That  fubterraneous  way  ?  Propitious  Maids  I 
Conduct  me  while  with  fearful  rleps  I  tread 
This  trembling  ground.     The  taflc  remains  to  fing 
Your  gifts,  (Co  Paeon,  fo  the  Pow'rs  of  Health,        380 
C  mmand)  to  praile  your  cryttal  element, 
The  chief  ingredient  in  Heav'n's  various  works, 

!e  flexile  genius  fparkles  in  the  gem, 
Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine, 
The  vehicle,  the  fource  of  nutriment,  385 

And  life  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  comfortable  Streams  !  with  eager  lips, 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thirily  quaff 
New  life  in  you  ;  fiefh  vigour  fills  their  veins. 
No  warmer  cups  tlie  rural  ages  knew,  39Q 

None  warmer  Ibught  the  ihes  of  humankind  : 
Happy  in  temp* rate  peace  their  equal  i1 
Frit  nut  th'  alternate  fits  of  fev'rtih  mirtli 
iick  dtjection  :  (till  icrcnc  and  plcas'J^ 
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They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  foul  395 

With  pieafure  yields  to,  and  would  ne'er  forget: 
Bleft  with  divine  immunity  from  ails 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd  ;  their  only  fate 
"Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fltep  than  death. 
Oh  !  could  thole  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 
Return  to  vifit  their  degen'rate  fons,  401 

How  would  they  i'corn  the  joys  of  modern  time, 
With  all  our  art  and  toil  improved  to  pain  ! 
Too  happy  they  !  but  wealth  brought  luxury, 
And  luxury  on  floth  begot  difeafe.  405 

Learn  ttmp'rance  Friends !  and  hear  without  difdain 
The  choice  of  water.     Thus  the  Coan  fage  * 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  learn'd  of  ev'ry  fchocl : 
What  lead  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  heft  ;  the  lighted  then  what  bears  the  touch          410 
OF  fire  the  leaft,  and  fooneft  mounts  in  air  j 
The  moft  infipid,  the  mod  void  of  I'm  el  I. 
Such  the  rude  mountains  from  his  horrid  fides 
Pours  down,  fuch  waters  in  the  (andy  vale 
For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frofh,  415 

And  liimmer's  heat  fee u re.     The  cryftal  ftream 
Thro1  rocks  refounding,  or  for  many  a  mile 
O'er  the  chaf'd  pebbles  huri'd,  yields  wholefome,  pure, 
And  mellow  draughts,  except  when  winter  thaws, 
And  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide.  420 

Tho1  rhirft  were  e'er  fo  refolute  avoid 
The  fordid  lake,  and  all  fuch  drowfy  floods 
As  fill  from  Lethe  Belgians  flow  canals, 
(With  reft  co'rupt,  with  vegetation  green, 
Squalid  with  generation  and  the  birth  425 

Of  little  monfters)  till  the  pcw'rof  fire 
Has  from  profane  embraces  difengag'd 
The  violated  lymph.     The  virgin  dream. 
In  boiling  waftes  its  finer  luul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  fimple  eleir.cnc  diluces  430 

The  food,  or  gives  the  chyle  i'o  foon  to  flow : 
But  where  the  ftomach,  indolent  and  cold, 
Toys  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wir.e 

*  Hippocrates. 
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Th'  inflpid  .{tream,  tho'  golden  Ceres  yields 
A  more  voluptuous,  a  more  fprightly  draught,         435 
Perhaps  more  aclive:  wine  unruix'd,  and  all 
The  giuy  floods  that  from  the  vex'd  abyfs 
Of  fermentation  fpring,  with  i'pirit  fraught, 
And  furious  with  intoxicating  fire, 
Retard  concoaion,  and  preferve  unthaw'd  44« 

Th'  embody'd  mafs.     You  fee  what  countlefs  years, 
Embalm'd  in  fiery  quinteflence  of  wine, 
The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 
The  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  flim 
Unravellings  of  minme  anatomy,  44,5 

Maintain  their  texture  and  unchang'd  remain. 

We  curie  not  wine  ;  the  viie  excefs  we  blame, 
More  fruitful  than  th'  accumulated  board 
Of  pain  and  mifcry  ;  for  the  fubtile  draught 
Fatter  and  furer  fweils  the  vital  tide,  450 

And  with  more  a£tive  poifon  than  the  floods 
Of  grofler  crudity  convey  pervades 
The  far  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 
Ah  !  fly  Deceiver  !  branded  o'er  and  o'er, 
Yet  ftill  believ'd  !  exulting  o'er  the  wreck  455 

Of  fobt-r  vows  ! — But  tlve  Parnainan  Maids 
Another  time  perlnp  fhall  ling  the  joys, 
The  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes,  of  wine, 
Perhaps  its  various  tribes  and  various  pcw'rs.* 

Meantime  I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 
Nor  ev'ry  trefpafs  flum.     The  fev'rim  ftrife  461 

Rous'd  by  the  rare  debauch  fubdues,  expels, 
The  loit'ring  crudities  that  burden  life, 
And  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid  clears 
Th'  obftru&ed  tubes.     Befides,  this  reftlefs  world    465 
Is  full  of  chances,  which  by  habit's  pow'x 
To  learn  to  bear  is  eafier  than  to  Ihun. 
Ah  !  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold, 
Or  facred  country,  calls  with  mellowing  wine 
To  moilten  well  the  thirfiy  fuffrages,  47« 

Say  how,  unftafon'd  to  the  midnight  frays 
Of  Comus  and  his  lout,  wilt  thou  contend 

*  See  Book  IV. 
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With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur'd  ? 
Then  learn  to  revel,  but  by  flow  degrees  ; 
By  flow  degrees  the  lib'ral  arts  are  won,  475 

And  Hercules  grew  ftrong.     But  when  you  frnooth 
The  brows  of  Care  indulge  your  feftive  vein 
In  cups  by  well-inform'd  experience  found 
The  leaft  your  bane,  and  only  with  your  friends  : 
There  are'fweet  follies,  frailties,  to  be  feen  480 

By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  gen'rous  minds. 

Oh  feldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  !   I  would  not  daily  tafte, 
Except  when  life  declines,  ev'n  fbber  cups. 
Weak  withering  Age  no  rigid  law  forbids  485 

With  frugal  nectar  Smooth  and  (low,  with  balm, 
The  fapld's  habit  daily  to  bedew, 
And  give  the  hefitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play,  but  "youth  has  better  joys  ; 
And  is  it  wile  when  youth  with  pleafure  flows  490* 

To  fquander  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain  ? 

What  dex'trous  thoufands  jurt  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  ccurfe  ! 
Perhaps  no  fickly  qualms  bedim  their  days, 
No  morning  admonitions  mock  the  head  j  495 

But  ah  what  woes  remain  !  life  rolls  apace, 
And  that  incurable  ciifeafe  old  age, 
In  youthful  bodies  more  ilverely  felt, 
More  fternly  active,  makes  their  blafied  prime, 
Except  kind  Nature  by  fome  hafly  blow  500 

Prevent  the  ling'ring  Fates :  for  know  whatever 
Beyond  its  natural  ieivcur  hunk's  on 
The  fanguine  tide,  whe-her  the  frequent  bowl, 
High-feafon'd  fare,  orextrcife  to  toil 
Protracted,  fpurs  to  its  laft  ft  age  tir\l  life,  505 

And  fows  the  temples  with  untimely  fnow. 
When  life  is  new  the  duftile  fibres  feel 
The  heart's  increasing  force,  and  day  by  day 
The  growth  advances,  till  the  larger  tubes 
Acquiring  (from  their*  elemental  veins  510 

*  In  the  human  body  as  well  as  in  fhofe  of  other  animals   the  larper   bloori 
veikls  are  tompofed  of  fmaller  out's,  which  by  the  violent  ito. ion  and  preiTurc 
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CondensM  to  iblid  chords)  a  firmer  tone, 

Suftain,  and  jult  fufhiin,  th'  impetuous  blood  : 

Here  (tops  the  growth.     With  overbearing  pulfe 

And  preflure  ttlll  the  great  deftroy  the  fmall, 

Still  with  the  ruins  of  the  fmall  grow  ftrong  :  515 

Life  glows  meantime  amid  the  grinding  force 

Or"  vifcous  fluids  and  elaflic  tubes  ; 

Its  various  functions  vigorous  are  ply'd 

By  ftrong  machinery,  and  in  (olid  Health 

The  iruin  confirmed  long  triumphs  o'er  difeafe.         52,0 

But  the  full  ocean  ebbs  :   ihere  is  a  point 

By  Nature  fix'd  whence  life  muft  downward  tend  j 

For  (till  the  beating  tide  consolidates 

The  ftubborn  vefieis,  more  reluctant  ftill 

To  the  weak  throbs  of  th'  ill  fupported  heart:          ^$ 

This  languishing,  thcfe  ftrength'ning,  by  degrees 

To  hard  unyielding,  unehtfic  bone  ; 

Thro'  tedious  channels  the  congealing  flood 

Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on; 

It  loiters  (till,  and  now  it  ftirs  no  more.  530 

This  is  the  period  few  attain,  the  death 

Of  Nature.     Thus  (fo  Heav'n  ordain'd  it)  life 

Deftroys  itielf  ;  and  could  thefe  laws  have  chang'd 

Neitur  might  now  tb.e  fates  of  Troy  relate, 

And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  fong.  535 

What  does  not  fade  ?  The  tow'r  that  long  had  flood 
The  crufli  of  thunder,  and  the  warring  winds 
Shook  by  the  flow  but  lure  deftroyer  Time, 
N;ny  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  ba(e, 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  bra  Is  540 

Deicemi.     The  Babylonian  fpires  are  funk  j 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt,  moulder  down. 
Time  (hakes  the  (table  tyranny  of  thrones, 
And  tott'ring  empires  ru(h  by  their  own  weight. 
T/his  hu"e  rotundity  we  tread  L,rows  old,  54.5 


p*'-.:  ••  •  Is  iofc-  tl-.cir  c.T.-itie<5  by  riscr'»p«,  si        e?ttiM.tc 

into  impervious  chords  .;   t  br<'».    In  proportion  as  thefe  fm;  - 
folid  the  l.ir.-cr  mui>  or"  cMjrt'e   erow  lefs  extcufive,  more  rigid,  an  I 
ftrDiiger  refisVunts  to  the  jdtiou  of  the  heart  and  force  of  the  Blood.  From  this 
i  fatiouofthe  ftn  ic.juent  rigidity  of  the 

;  or  cha  Uuinan  body   irorn  iaiaac/  to  (j*J  age  is  ac« 

• 
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And  all  thole  worlds  that  roil  around  the  fun, 
The  fun  himfelf,  fhall  die,  and  ancient  Night 
Again  involve  the  defolate  abyfs, 
Till  the  great  Father  thro'  the  iifelefs  gloom 
Exlend  his  arm  to  light  another  world,  550    1 

And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws : 
For  thro*  the  regions  of  unbounded  fpace, 
Where  unconrin'd  Omnipotence  has  room, 
Being  in  various  fyftems  flu&uates  (till 
Between  creation  and  abhorred  decay  }  555    I 

It  ever  did,  perhaps,  and  ever  will : 
New  worlds  are  fttll  emerging  from  the  deep, 
The  old  deictiiding  in  their  turns  to  rife.  558   1 

THE 

ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 
BOOK  III.     EXERCISE.. 

HpHRO'  various  toils  th'  advent' rous  Mufe  has  paft, 

But  half  tiie  toil,  and  more,  than  half,  remains. 
Rude  in  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fohg, 
Plain,  and  cHittle  ornament,  and  I 
But  little  praiTtis'd  in  th'  Aonian  arts  :  5 

Vet  not  i;i  v;;<n  fucli  Labours  have  we  try'd 
If  aught  thdc  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confirm. 
To  you  ye  Delicate  !  I  write,  for  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philosophic  cares. 
And  grow  IHU  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps.  i» 

Not  to  debilitate  with  tim'rous  rules 
A  hardy  frame,  nor  needlefoly  to  brave 
Ungloricus  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  ftrength, 
Is  all  the  lefion  that  in  wliokfome  years 
Concerns  the  flrong.     His  care  were  ill  beftow'd         15 
"Who  would  with  warm  effeminacy  nurfe 
The  thriving  oak,  which  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Bears  all  the  blafts  that  fweep  the  wintry  heav'n. 

Behold  the  labYer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  duft,  in  rain,  in  cold,  and  fultry  Ikies ; 
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Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood, 
Nought  anxious  he  what  flckiy  ftars  afcend. 
He  knows  no  laws  by  ./Efculapius  giv'n, 
He  ftudies  none  j  yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Infeft,  nor  thoie  envenomed  fliafts  that  fly  25 

When  rapid  birius  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pur£,  wich  plain  and  temp'rate  meals, 
Robuft  wka.  labour,  and  by  cultom  fteel'd 
To  ev"ry  caiuaky  01  v,:.iy\i  ii.e, 

Serene  he  bears  the  peevifu  tui/ern  blaft,  •  30 

And  uninfe&ed  breathes  theiriibrta)  iouth. 
Snch  the  reward  of  rude  and  ibber  life, 
Of  labour  fuch.  By  health  the  peafant's  toil 
Is  well  repaid,  if  txtrcife  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  temu'rince  pain.  By  arts  like  thefe          35 
Laconia  nurs'd  o(  old  her  hardy  fons, 
And  Rome's  unconquer'd  legions  urg'd  their  way 
Unhurt  thro'ev'ry  toil,  inev'ry  clime. 

Toil  and  be  Itrong.     By  toil  the  flaccid  nerves 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  more  compacted  tone  j  40 

The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  i'ubduM, 
Mellow'd,  arid  lubtiliz'd,  the  vapid  old 
Exptll'd,  ar.c)  ah  tiie  rancour  of  the  blood. 
C'ome  my  companions  !  ye  who  feel  the  charms 
Of  Nature  and  the  year  j  come,  let  us  ftray  45 

V/here  charice  or  fancy  leads  our  roving  walk  j 
Come  while  the  foft  voluptuous  brtezes  fan 
The  fleecy  heav'ns,  inwrap  the  limbs  in  balm, 
Ar.d  Ihed  a  charming  languor  o'er  the  (oul  j 
Nor  wiien  briglit  winter  fnows  with  prickly  froft       50 
The  vig'rous  ether,  in  unmanly  warmth 
Indulge  at  home,  nor  e'en  when  Eurus'  blafts 
Thi-s  way  and  that  convolve  the  laboring  woods. 
My  lib'ral  walks,  lave  when  tiie  (kies  in  rain 

a  relent,  no  leaibn  fliould  confine  $$ 

Or  to  the  cloiiler'd  ejallVy  or  arcade. 
Go  climb  tiie  mountains  ;  from  th'  ethereal  fource 
Imbibe  the  recent  gale.  The  cheerful  morn 
Beams  o'er  the  hills  5  go  mount  th'  exulting  ftecd  : 
Airtady  ice  the  deep-mouth'd  beagks  catch  60 

D 
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The  tainted  mazes,  and  on  eager  iport 
Intent,  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace :  or  if  a  nobler  prey 
Delight  you  more,  go  chafe  rhe  defp'rate  deer, 
And  thro'  its  dteptlt  foil'. tides  awake  65 

The  vocal  forc-ft  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  it  the  breathlefs  chafe  o'tr  hill  and  dale 
Exceed  your  ftrength,  a  iport  of  lefs  fatigue, 
Not  lefs  delightful,  the  prolific  ftieam 
Affords.  The  cryltal  riv'let  that  o'tr  70 

A  ftony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maze 
Swarms  with  the  filver  fry  :   fuch  thro'  the  bounds 
Of  paft'ral  Stafford  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountain  ;  fuch 
The  Efk,  o'erhung  with  woods  :  nnd  fuch  the  dream 
On  whofe  Arcadian  banks  I  fiift  drew  air,  76 

Liddal,  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays, 
Tun'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  lovefick  Avains, 
Unknown  in  long,  tho'  not  a  purer  Itream  79 

Thro'  meads  more  flow'ry  or  more  romantic  groves 
Rolls  towards  the  weftern  main.  Hail  facreu  Flood  ! 
May  ftill  thy  hofpitable  fwains  be  bldl 
In  rural  innocence,  thy  mountains  ftill 
Teem  w'irh  the  fleecy  race,  thy  tuneful  woods 
Forever  flouiifh,  and  thy  vales  look  gay  85 

With  painied  meadows  and  the  golden  grain  ; 
Oft'  with  thy  blooming  fons,  when  life  was  new, 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm 'd  with  toys, 
In  thy  tranfparent  eddies  have  I  lav'd, 
Oft"  trac'd  with  patient  fteps  thy  Fairy  banks,  57 

With  the  well  imitated  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  flender  line 
And  yielding  icxi  folicit  to  the  fhore 
The  ftruggling  paining  prey,  while  vernal  clouds 
And  tepid  gales  obfcurM  the  ruffled  pool,  95 

And  from  the  deeps  call'd  forth  the  wanton  fwarms. 

Form'd  on  the  Samian  fchool,  or  thofe  of  Ind 
There  are  who  think  thefe  paftimes  fcarce  humane  : 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relcntlefs  I) 
Kis  life  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  ftains.  IQJ 
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But  if  thro""  genuine  tendernefs  of'  heart, 
Or  fecrot  want  of  relifh  for  the  game, 
You  fii •:  i  the  glories  of  the  chafe,  nor  care 
To  haunt  the  peopled  ftream,  the  garden  yieUs 
A  loft  amufement,  an  humane  delight,  105 

To  raife  th'  infipid  nature  of  the  ground, 
Or  tame  it's  favage  genius  to  the  grace 
OF  carelefs  fweef  rufticity,  that  fccms 
The  amiable  refult  of  happy  chance, 
Is  to  create,  and  gives  a  godhkejoy  no 

Which  ev'ry  year  improves.   Nor  thou  difda'n 
To  check  the  lawlefs  riot  of  the  trees, 
To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 
O  happy  he,  whom  when  his  years  decline 
(His  fortune  and  his  fame  by  worthy  means  115 

Attained,  and  equal  to  his  moderate  mind, 
His  life  approv'd  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 
E'en  envy'd  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  grcves 
Of  Epicurus  from  this  ftormy  world 
Receive  to  reft,  of  all  ungrateful  cares  izo 

Aofolv'd,  and  facred  from  the  lelfifh  crowd  ! 
Happieft  of  men  !  if  the  fame  (oil  invites 
A  chofen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 
Once  fellow  rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends, 
With  whom  in  eaiy  commerce  to  purfue  125 

Nature's  free  charms,  and  vie  for  fylvan  fame  j 
A  fair  ambition,  void  of  ftrife  or  guile, 
Or  jealoufy  or  pain  to  be  outdone  j 
Who  plans  th'  enchanted  garden,  who  directs 
The  vifto  beft,  and  beft  conducts  the  (tream,  130 

Whofe  groves  the  fafteft  thicken  and  afcend, 
Whom  firft  the  welcome  i'pring  falutes,  who  fivews 
„  The  earlieft  bloom,  the  fweeteft,  proudeft  charms 
Of  Flora,  who  beft  gives  Pomona's  juice 
To  much  the  fprightly  genius  of  Champaign.  135 

.Thrice  hnppy  days  in  rural  bus'nefs  paft  ! 
Blcft  winter  nights  !  when  as  the  genial  fire 
Cheers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 
With  ibft  domeftic  arts  the  hours  beguile, 
And  pleaiing  talk  that  ftarts  no  tim'rcus  tame,         340 
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With  witlefs  wantonnefs  to  hunt  if  down, 
Or  thro'  the  Fairyland  of  tale  or  f'ong 
Delighted  wander,  in  fictitious  fares 
Engag-M,  and  all  that  tmkes  humanity, 
Till  loft  in  faMe  they  the  Healing  hour  145 

Of  timely  rei;~  forget.   Sometimes  at  eve 
His  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  hi  el's  unbid 
His  feftal  roof,  while  o'er  tne  light  re  pail 
And  fpiightiy  CUDS  they  mix  in  locial  joy, 
And  thro'  the  maze  ot  con  vw fat  ion  trace  150 

Whate'er  amufes  or  improves  the  mind. 
Sometimes  at  eve  (;or  1  delight  to  talte 
The  native  zeft  and  flavour  of  the  fruit 
Where  fcnfe  ^rows  wild  ar.d  taftes  of  no  manure) 
The  decent,  honed,  cheerful,  hufbandman  155 

Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  friendly  bowl, 
And  at  my  table  find  rumfeif  at  home. 

Whate'er  your  ivudy,  in  whate'er  you  fweat, 
Indulge  your  tafte.   Some  love  the  manly  foil*, 
The  tennis  feme,  and  ibme-  the  graceful  dance  j        169 
Others  more  hardy  range  the  purple  heath 
Or  naked  (Kibble,  where  from  field  fo  field 
The  found  ing  covles  ur-e  their  .lab'ring  flight, 
Eager  arr-'.o  tiic  riling  cioud  to  pour 
The  gun's  u;\  .;•;].«;  thunder  ;  and  there  nre  165 

Whom  fliil  tli-  n..fu*  of  the  green  archer  charms. 
He  chu'.es  btir  vvhoTc-  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  f.  :.cy  r.,~Al :  the  toil  you  hate 
Fatigues  you  fo^n,  and  fcarce  improves  your  limbs. 

'  As  heauly  (nil  has  blemifli,  arx!  the  mind  170 

The  moft  acc'i-mpliih'd  Us  imperfect  Ikie, 
Few  bodies  are  then  of  t  :^  happy  mould 
But  ibme  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  reft  ; 
The  legs  perhaps  or  arms  refufe  t-heir  load, 
Or  the  chert  iubours:   theie  aiuauoufiy  175 

But  gently  in  tiieir  proper  arts  tippioy'd 
Acquire  a  vigour  and  Jpringy  r.-i:v.iy 

*  This  \vord  is  much  uftd  by  foine  of  our  old  Englili  Fcets,  and  flgniles 
re  A^rJ  or  priii1. 
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To  which  they  were;  not  born  :   but  weaker  parts 
Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  difcipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils;  and,  as  your  nerves        180 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  juit  iieps  afpire. 
The  prudent  e'en  in  ev'ry  mod'rate  walk. 
At  firft  but  faunter,  and  by  flow  degrees 
Incre.iie  their  pace.     This  doctrine  of  the  wife 
Well  knows  the  matter  of  the  flying  (teed.  185 

Firft  from  the  goal  the  manag'd  couriers  play 
On  bended  reins  ;  as  yet  the  flcilful  youth 
Repi-efs  their  foamy  pride  ;  but  ev'ry  breath 
The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tern  pert  I'wells 
Till  ail  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way  190 

And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 
When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 
You  fpring,  the  fibres  by  the  hatfy  mock 
Are  tir'd  and  crack'd  before  their  un<5hious  coats 
Comprd's'J  can  pour'the  lubricating  balm.  195 

Bclidcs,  collected  in  the  paflive  veins 
The  purple  mafs  a  fudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpo-v'rs  the  heart  and  deluges  the  lungs 
With  dang'rous  inundation  ;  oft'  the  fomce 
Ot  fatal  woes,  a  cough  that  foams  with  blood,          200 
Adnrn::,  anJ  feller  psrtpnnmvnny*, 
Or  the  (low  minings  of  the  hectic"  fire. 

Th'  achistic  fool,  to  whom  what  rL-av'n  clenyM 
O;  ibu!  is  v,'J!  compenfatec!  in  limbs, 
OIV  iVcm  !iis  rage  or  bra'inhfs  frolic  fe-.-Is  105 

:;nn  nr.d  brute  force  dec.-iy. 
The  mtn  of  i^;r '«.T  clay  an,!  finer  • 
Know  ml ure,  fe;jl  ths  human  di". 

-  \vith  oxen  or  with  apes. 

JPurAAi  prolixly  e'en  the  c^entle^t  f<>  1  210 

Is  waive  of  Health  :   repoTe  by  fmall  fatigue 
Is  earn'd,  and  (where  your  h  ihit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  fir  ft  moitture  of  the  brows. 
The  fine  and  i'uL  i!'j  fpirits  coil  too  much 
To  be  prbfuVd,  too  much  the  r.)icid  balm  :  115  N 

But  when  the  hard  varieties  o\  life 

4  T'  '  tf  ;!  e  lungs. 
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You  to'.l  to  karn,  or  try  the  dufty  chafe, 
Or  the  warm  deeds  of  fome  important  d:iy, 
Hot  from  the  field  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
Jn  wnhYi  repo;V,  nor  court  the  Canning  gale  220 

Or  tafie  the  fpring.  O  by  the  facred  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  filters,  (ires, 
Forbear!  no  other  peftilence  hr:s  driv'n 
Such  myriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  ib  fatal  the  fagacious  Mule  225     j 

Thro"1  Nature's  cunning  labyrinths  could  trace  ; 
But  there  are  lecrets,  which  who  knows  not  now 
Mufr,  ere  he  reach  them,  ciimH  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  Science,  ar.d  devote  fev'n  years  to  toil. 
Befides,  I. would  not  ftun  your  patient  ears  230     < 

With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  cnoupji  ihe  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  (helves,  and  where  the  whirlpools  boil, 
What  figns  ponend  the  iiorm  :   to  fubiier  minds 
He  leaves  to  fcan  from  what  myfteiious  cauie  a 35    I 

Charybdis  rages  in  th'  Ionian  wave, 
Whence  thofe  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 
Which  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  ilein,  and  why 
The  rough'ning  deep  expels  the-  ftorm  as  fure 
As  red  Orion  monr.ts  the  fhrouded  heav'n.  2.^.0    j 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vy'd 
Forpolifn'd  luxv.ryand  uietul  arts, 
All  hot  and  reeking  from  th'  Olympic  ftrife 
And  warm  Pakftra,  in  the  tepid  bath 

Th'  athletic  youth  relax'd  their  weary  limbs  ;  245    I 

Soi'c  oils  bedew Yt  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 
Of  narcl  ar.d  cafila  fraught,  to  footh  and  heal 
The  creriirTd  nerves.   Our  lefs  voluptuous  clime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  fuch  avis  as  thefe. 
'Tis  not  for  thofe  \vhcim  i/.'iid  ikies  en^orace  ico   I 

And  chilling  fogs,  whcfe  peripirac.on  feels 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  noilh, 
'  Tis  not.  for  thofe  io  cultivate  a  fk;n 
Toofofi,  or  teach  the  recremental  fume 
Too  faft  to  crowd  thro*  fuch  precarious  ways  ;         af  5  1 
1:  or  thro'  the.fnvili  arterial  mouths  that  pierce 
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In  endlefs  millions  the  clofe-woven  (kin 
The  bal'er  fluids  in  aconftant  ftream 
Efcape,  and  viewlefs  melt  into  the  winds  : 
While  this  eternal  (his  moll  copious  wafte  260 

Of  blootl,  degenerate  into  vapid  brine, 
Maintains  its  wonted  mealure  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  eii'e  and  pleafure  move;  but  this  reftrain'd 
Or  more  or  lei's,  Jo  more  or  lei's  you  feel  265 

The  functions  labour  :  from  this  fatal  fource 
What  wots  deicend  is  never  to  be  lung  ; 
To  take  their  numbers  were  to  count  the  fands 
That  ride  in  whiilwind  the  parch'd  Libyan  air, 
.Or  waves  th.it  when  the  bluiVring  north  embroils     270 
The  Baltic  thunder  on  the  German  ihore. 
Subject  not  then  by  loft  emollient  arts 
|  This  grand  expenfe  on  which  your  fates  defend 
To  ev'ry  caprice  of  Hie  iky,  nor  thwart 
The  ox-mus  of  your  cliire  ;  for  from  the  blood  275 

I.c  .H  fickle  rife  the  recivmental  itreanis, 
Ami  K>nft  obnoxious  to  the  ftyptic  air, 
Wiiic'.i  bre.ithe  thro'  llraiter  and  more  callous  pores : 
The  le'npi  r'J,  Scytiiian  hence  half- naked  treats 
Kis  boundle.fs  (hows,  nor  ruesth'  inclement  heav'n, 
Ai'd  h.ence  our  painted  anceilors  defy'd  28 1 

Tin:  enrt,  nor  curs'd  like  us  their  flickle  fky. 

The  body  moulded  by  the  clime  endures 
Th'  equator  heais  or  Hyperborean  froft, 
F.xcepL  by  habits  foreign  jo  its  turn  285 

Uu wife  you  counteiait  i'o  '.omiing  pow'r. 
Rude  at  the  firil,  the  winter  fhocks  you  Icfs 
By  long  acquaintance  :  Ihidy  then  your  fky, 
Fi;im  to  its  manners  your  obfequious  frame, 
And  lo:;rn  to  fufFer  what  you  cannot  fiiun.  2^9, 

Agair.il  the  rigours  of  a  damp  cold  heav'n 
To  f,)n ily  their  bodies  ibme  ireq\ient 
The  i-,tlitl  ciftern,  and  where  nought  forbids 
I  'praile  their  dauntieis  heart :   a  frame  ib  iteel'd 
Drt-a.1.  not  the  cough,  nor  thof'e  ungenial  lv  i  295 

That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheumatifm  : 
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The  nerves  Ib  tempered  never  quit  their  tone  ; 
No  chronic  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  breaih  : 
But  all  things  have  their  bounds  j  and  he  who  makes     ' 
13v  daily  u!e  the  kindeil  r-^imen  ^co  1 

EfFential  to  his  health,  mould  never  mix 
"With  humankind,  nor  art  nor  trade  purfue  : 
He  not  the  lafe  viciiTitudes  of  life 
Without  fome  mock  endures  ;  ill- fitted  he 
To  want  the  known  or  bear  unufual  things.  305  I 

Befides,  the  powerful  remedies  of  pain 
(Since  pain  in  fptte  of  all  our  care  will  come) 
Should  never  with  your  profp'rous  days  of  Health 
Grow  too  familiar;  for  by  frequent  me 
The  ftrongeft  medicines  lofe  their  healing  pow'r,       310  I 
And  e'en  the  fur  eft  poifbns  theirs  to  kill. 

L  t  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  Ar&os  reach 
Parch'd  Mauri-ania  or  the  iuhry  weft, 
Or  the  wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indoltan, 
Pkinge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave  ^15  I 

Untwift  their  ftubborn  pores,  that  full  and  free 
Th'  evaporation  thro1  the  foffenM  Ikin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  (Welling  blood  j 
So  may  they  'icape  the  fever's  rapid  flames, 
So  feel  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell.  320 

With  us  the  rnan  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  wp.rm  ablution  juft  chough  to  clear 
The  fiulcfs  of  the  fk;n,  enough  fo  keep 
The  body  facred  from  irdrcent  foil. 
Stili  to  be  pure,  e'en  did  it  ivjt  conduce  325 

(As  much  it  does)  to  Ktalth,  were  greatly  worth 
Your  d:n!y  pains  :    it  is  this  adorns  the  rich  j 
The  want  of  this  is  povtrty's  woril  woe  ; 
With  this  external  virtue  age  mairiia-ris 
A  decent  pra-ce  ;   without  ir  youth  and  charms  330 

Are  loaihibme:   this  tlie  venal  Graces  know, 
So  cloubtlefs  do  your  wivts  ;   for  marry \i  i:res 
As  well  as  lovers  (1:11  prtttnd  to  r^fte  : 
Nor  is  it  Ids  (all  prudent  wives  can  tell) 
To  Jolt  a  hufband's  tiian  a  lovti's  htiiiu  335 
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But  now  the  hours  and  (talons  when  to  toil 
From  foreign  themes  recall  my  wandVmg  long. 
Soine  labour  falling,  or  hut  (lightly  red, 
To  lull  the  grinding  (iomach's  hungry  rage. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame:  340 

'Tis  wifely  done  j  for  while  the  thirty  vcijis, 
Impatient  ot  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treafur'd  oil,  then  is  the  happieft  time 
To  (hake  the  lazy  balfam  from -its  ceils. 
Now  while  the  ftomach  from  the  full  repaft  34.; 

Bub  fides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 
Ye  leaner  habits  !  give  an  hour  to  toil, 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
Ppprefles  yet  or  threatens  to  opprefs : 
But  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  pleafe  350 

Of  limbs  or  mind  ;  for  now  the  cordial  pow'rs 
Claim  all  the  wand 'ring  fpirits  to  a  work 
(trong  and  fub.tle  toil  and  great  event, 
A  work  of  time  5  and  you  may  rue  the  day 
You  hurry M  with  untimely  exaxii'e  355 

A  half  concocled  chyle  into  the  blood. 
The  body  overcharged  with  un&uous  phlegm 
Much  to:l  demands,  the  lean  elaftic  lefs. 
While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins 
No  labours  are  too  hard  :  by  thofe  you  'fcape  360 

The  il  jw  difeafes  of  the  torpid  year, 
Endlels  to  name,  to  one  of  which  alone, 
To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  (laves 

vlcaiure.  Oh  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 
Moy  all  IK~  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel!  365 

But  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  fun 
Pours  down  his  fultry  wrath,  now  while  the  blood 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins, 
Ant!  all  the  finer  fluids  thro'  the  (kin 
Explore  their  flight,  me  near  the  cool  cafcade  370 

Reclin'd,  or  faunt'ring  in  the  lofty  grove, 
No  need  lefs  flight  occafion  ftiould  engage 
To  -t:ant  and  fweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon  : 
Now  ilie  frefli  morn  alone  and  mellow  tve 
To  fiiady  walks  and  active  rural  (ports  375 
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Invite  ;  but  while  the  chilling  dews  defend 

May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 

Of  humid  flcies,  tho'  it  is  no  vulgar  joy 

To  trace-  the  fiorrors  of  the  folemn  wood 

While  the  loft  ev'ning  faddtns  into  night,  3?» 

Tho'  the  Kvtet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 

Melts  all  the  nioht  in  (trains  of  amorous  woe. 

The  (hades  ddcend,  and  midnight  o'er  the  world 
Expands  her  fable  wings  ;  great  Nature  droops 
Thro'  sil  her  works  :  now  happy  he  whole  toil         385 
Has  o'er  his  languid  pow'rlefs  limbs  diffus'd 
A  pleafing  laflitude  ;   he  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  Dreams  : 
His  pow'rs  the  niofl  voluptuoufly  diflblve 
In  foft  repofe  ;  on  him  the  balmy  dews  390 

Of  (leep  with  double  nutriment  delcend. 
But  would  you  fweetly  watte  the  blank  of  night 
In  deep  oblivion, 'or  on  Fancy's  wings 
Vifit  the  paradifc  of  happy  Dreams, 
And  waken  cheerful  ?.s  the  lively  Morn  ?  395 

Oppreis  not  'nature  finking  down  to  reft 
Wi'th  feaflrs  too  late,  too  folid,  or  too  full, 
But  be  the  fiift  concoftion  half  matur'd 
Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  refign 
Your  pai'five  faculties.   He  from  the  toils  ,  400 

And  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil 
Retires,  whom  trembling  from  the  tow'r  that  rocks 
Amid  the  clouds  or  Calpe's  hideous  height 
The  bufy  demons  hurl,  or  in  the  main 
G'erwhJm,  or  bury  ftrugwling  under  ground.  405 

Not  all  a  monarch's  luxury  the  woes 
Can  counterpoife  of  that  tr.oft  wretched  man 
Whofe  nights  are  fhaken  with  the  frantic  fits 
Of  wild  Oreftes,  whofe  delirious  brain,  409 

Stung  by  the  Furies,  works  with  poifon'd  thought, 
While  pale  and  monftrovis  painting  (hocks  the  foul, 
And  mangled  Confcicuihefs  bemoans  itftlf 
For  evtr  torn,  anVl  chaos  floating  round. 
What  dreams  preface,  what  danger  tb.ele  or  thofe 
Portend  to  fanity,  tho'  prudent  iteis  455 
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RevealM  of  old,  and  men  of  cleathleis  fame, 

We  would  not  to  the  fuperftitious  mind 

Surged  new  throbs,  new  vanitits  ot  fear: 

'Tu  our's  to  tench  you  from  the  peaceful  night 

To  banifh  omens, -and  all  relllefs  woes.  410 

In  ftudy  foir.e  pro:ra£t  the  filent  hours, 
Which  others  cdrilecrate  to  mirth'  and  win?, 
And  deep  till  noon,  r.nd.  hardly  live  till  night. 
But  liiivly  this  redeems  not  fro:n  the  fliades 
One  h;-ur  of  life.     N^r  dees  it  tui^ht  avail  475 

What  lea  Ion  }OU  to  drowly 
Of  th'  ever- varying  circle  of  the  <iav, 
Or  whether  thro'  the  tedious  winter  n'oorn 
You  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  clamps. 
The  body  frefh  and  vigorous  from  repofe  4?« 

fies  the  early  fogs,  but  by  the  toils 
Of  wakeful  day  exhausted  and  unftrung  • 
Weakly  refills  the  night's  unwholdbme  breath. 
The  grand  discharge,  th'  effufion  of  the  ikm, 
Slowly  impair'd,  the  languid  rnal  >  435 

Creep  on,  and  thro'  the  fick'ning  i'.p.cli'-ns  (leal  ; 

when  the  chilling  eait  iTjv:u;ts  t;;c  ipriiij 
The  'delicate  Narciffus  pines  ;iway 
In  :-,eihc  languor,  and  a  flow  diieafe 
Taints  all  the  family  of  flow'rs,  condemnM  440 

To  cruel  heav'ns.     But  why,  alrea  !y  prone 
To  fade,  fliould  Beauty  cheiiOi  its  own  ba-'c  ? 
O  (hame  !  O  pity  !  nipt  with  pale  quadrille 
And  midnight  cares  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies. 

By  toil  fubdu'd  the  warrior  and  the  hind  445 

Sleep  fa  ft  and  deep  ;  their  active  fur,6}i;ms  icon 
With  gen'rous  (treams  the  lubnle  tubes  ftipply, 
Ar.d  foou  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
P'ecl  the  i'rtMi  impulv,  '  'he  foul. 

Tiie  ions  of  Indoit  rcpol'e  450 

Grow  torpid,  and  w,; h  in-A-cit  Lethe  drunk 
c^'. xy  and  HngYingly  return  to  i:i>, 

ev'jy  I'jnle  and  pow'rlefs  ev'ry  li.vb. 
Ye  prone  to  deep  !   (whom  fieeping  nioii  annoys) 
On  the  hard  mattrafs  or  elaftic  couch  455 
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Extend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourfelves  from  floth, 
Nor  grudge  the  lean  projector  of  dry  brain, 
And  fpringy  nerves,  the  blandishments  of  down, 
Nor  envy  while  the  bury'd  Bacchanal 
Exhales  his  furfeit  in  prolixer  dreams.  460 

He  without  riot  in  the  balmy  feait 
Of  life,  the  wants  of  nature  has  fupply'd 
Who  rifes  cool,  ferene,  and  full  of  foul. 
But  pliant  Nature  more  or  lefs  demands 
AJ  cuitom  forms  her,  and  all  fudden  change  465 

She  Vines  of  habit,  e'en  from  bad  to  good. 
I'  faults  in  life,  or  new  emergencies 
From  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  confirmed, 
Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  ftage  by  ftage, 
Slow  as  the  fhadow  o'er  the  dial  moves,  470 

Slow  as  the  ftealing  prcgreis  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year,  hew  unperceiv'd 
Her  feafons  change  !  behold  by  flow  degrees 
Stern  winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  fpring, 
The  ripen'd  fpring  a  milder  fummer  glows,  475 

Departing  fummer  (beds  Pomona's  rtore, 
And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  ftorm. 
Slow  as  they  come  thefe  dangers  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  (hocks :   the  cold  and  torrid  reigns, 
The  two  great  periods  of  th'  important  year,  480 

Are  in  their  firil  approaches  fcldom  f<;fe  : 
Funereal  Autumn  all  the  fickly  dread, 
And  the  black  Fates  deform  the  lovely  fpriijg. 
He  well  advis'd^who  taught  our  wifer  fires 
Early  to  borrow  Mufcovy's  warm  fpoils,  485 

Ere  the  fail  fro  ft  has  touch 'd  the  tender  blade, 
And  late  refign  them,  tho1  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  fitter's  rays; 
For  while  th'  tfiluence  of  the  ikin  maintains 
Its  native  meafure,  the  pleuritic  Spring  490 

Glides  harmlefs  by,  and  Autumn,  fick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  prophetic  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  ot  the  year,  what  ieafons  teem 
Wiih  what  difeafes,  what  the  humid  fouth  49? 
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Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  eait  j 
But  you  perhaps  refufe  the  tedious  fong. 
Beldes,  whatever  plagues  in  heat  or  cold, 
Or  drought,  or  moiftuiv,  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
S!;iH'd  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  fky,  500 

And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend  your  life.     But  fhould  the  public  bane 
In  feel  you,  or  feme  trefpafs  of  your  own, 
Or  flaw  of  nature  hint  mortality, 

Soon  as  a  not  unpleafing  horror  glides  505 

Along  the  fpine  thro'  ail  your  torpid  limbs, 
When  firft  the  head  throbs,  or  the  llomach  feels 
A  fickly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins, 
J'o  Cclfus  call'd  :   the  Fates  come  milling  on  j 
The  rapid  Fates  admit  of  no  delay.  510 

While  wilful  you,  and  fatally  iecure, 

vil  to  morrow's  more  aufpicious  fun, 
The  growing  peft,  whole  infancy  was  weak, 
And  eafy  vanquiuYd,  with  triumphant  fway 
O'crpow'rs  ycur  life.     For  want  of  timely  care         515 
Millions  have  dy'd  of  medicable  wounds. 
Ah  !   in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engaged  ! 
\Vnat  (1'0'ht  neglects,  what  trivial  faults,  defiroy 
The  hardieft  frame  !   Of  indolence,  ot  toil, 
We  diej  of  want,  of  fuperfluiry.  520 

The  all-furrounding  heav'n,  the  vital  air, 
Is  big  with  death:  and  tho'  the  putrid  Ibuth 
Be  (hut,  tho'  no  convulfive  agony 

. ;  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world 
Th'  imprilbn'd  plagues,  a  iecret  ver.om  ott'  525 

Corrupts  the  air,  tiic  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  (ten  ! 
How  oft'  has  Cairo,  wi'.h  a  mother's  woe, 

o'er  her  (laughter'd  fons  and  lonely  ft  reels  ! 
Albion,  girt  with  lefs  malignant  fkies,  530 

ic  poiibn  cf  t!'c  gods  lias  drank, 
And  it'll-  the  'ting  of  mongers  all  her  own. 

Ere  yet  the  fell  Pianragenets  had  fpent 
Their  ancient  rage  at  Boiwc/rrh's  purple  rkld, 
\Vhilc  for  which  tyrant  England  mould  receive  535 

£ 
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Her  legions  in  incertuous  murders  mix'd, 
And  daily  horrors,  till  the  Fates  were  drunk 
With  kindred-blood  by  kindred  -hands  proius'd, 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arofe,  a  monfter  never  k.iio\Arn  before,  540 

Rear'd  from  Cocytus  its  porremoiis  ht_-:  '  : 
This  rapid  Fury,  not  like  other  pefts, 
Purfu'd  a  gradfoal  ccurle,  but  in  a  day 
RuuYd  as  a  ftorni  o'er  half  th'  aftonifli'c!  ifle, 
And  llrew'd  with  fuddc-n  cardies  the  land.  545 

Firlt  thro'  the  fhoulders,  or  whatever  p:irt 
Was  feiz'd  thv.  firft,  a  fervid  vapour  fprung  j 
With  rafli  cornbuftion  thence  the  quiv'ring  ipas  k 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within, 
And  Toon  the  fur  face  'caught  the  I'preadin^  fires :         5  ^o 
Thro'  all  the  yielding  pores  the  nirited  h!:>o.l 
Gudi'd  out  in  i'moky  ivv-ats  5  but  noug'u  aH'.sag'd 
The  torrid  heat  wilhin,  nor  aught  reliev'd 
The  ftomach's  anguifii.     With  inccll'int  toil, 
Dcfp'rate  of  eal'tr,  immanent  of  their  pain,  555 

They  tol's'd  from  fide  to  fide.  '   In  vain  the  uVeam 
Kan  full  and  clear;  they  burnt  an.!  tniriL'j, 
The  reftlefs  arterjes  with  rapid  blood 
Beat  ftrong  and  frequent:  thick  and  pr.ntlnr»ly 
The  breath  was  fetch'd,  and  witK huge lab'ring^  heav'.l. 
At  la(T  a  heavy  pain  opprdt  the  head  5  $',1 

A  wild  delirium  came  :   their  weeping  friends 
Were  ftrangtrs  now,  and  this  no  home  of  thdrs. 
HarrafsM  with  toil  on  toil  the  linking  pow'rs 
Lay  proftrate  and  o'erthrov/n  :   a  p^r.u'rous  H.cep        565 
Wrapt  all  the  ft-nfes  up.     Tiiey  iL-ot  snd  dy'd. 

In  fome  a  gentle  horror  crept  at  finl 
O'er  all.  the  hmbs  :    the  Unices  of  the  fl;:n 
Withheld  th-ir  moirrure,  till  by  art  provok'd 
T!>e  iweats  o'erflow'd,  but  in  a  clammy  tide,  570 

Now  rree  and  copious,  now  reftrain'd  and  flow, 
Of  tinihires  various,  as  the  temp'r-ture 
Had  mix'd  the  blood,  and  rank  with  fetid  rccarns, 
As  if  the  pent  up  humours  by  delay 
Were  gi own  more  fell,  more  pu;rid,  and  malign.       5^5 
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Kcre  Idy  their  hopes,  (f'ho'  little  hope  rtmam'd,) 
With  full  effulion  of  perpetual  fweats 
To  drive  the  venom  out :  and  here  the  Fates 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  lirger'd  not  in  pain.} 
For  who  liirviv'd  the  fun's  diurnal  race  580 

Role  from  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redeem'*!, 
Seme  the  fixth  hour  oppreiVd,  and  fome  the  third. 

Of  many  thousands  few  untain  ed  'icap'd, 
Of  tho.'e  infected  ftwer  'fcap'd  alive; 
Of  thole  who  liv'd  fome  felt  a  fecond  blow,  585 

And  whr.ni  the  fecond  fpar'd  a  third  dellroy'd. 
Frantic  with  fear  they  knight  by  flight  to  (him 
The  fierce  contagion.     O'er  the  mournful  land 
Th'  infected  Cify  poured  her  hurrying  fwaims: 
Jious'u  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  feats  around,        590 
Tlf  infcfted  Country  rufh'd  into  the  Town. 
Some  fad  at  home,  and  in  the  defert  fome, 
Ahjur'd  the  fatal  commerce  of  mankind. 
In  vain;  where  er  they  fitd  the  Fates  pur.Vd. 
Others  with  hopes  more  fpecious  crofs'd  the  main,     595 
To  feck  protection  in  far  diitant  flties  ; 
But  none  tluy  found.     It  feem'd  the  gen'ral  air 
Froin  pole  to  pole,   from  Arias  to  the  eaft, 
Was  then  at  enmity  with  Englifh  blood  ; 
For  but  the  race  of  England  a!l  were  fafe  6co 

In  foreign  climes  j  nor  did  this  Fuiy  tafte 
The  foreign  blbud  v/hich  England  then  containM. 
Where  fhoukl  t!u-y  fly  ?  the  circumambient  heav'n 
Involved  them  flill,  and  ev'ry  breeze  was  bane: 
Where  find  relief?  the  falutary  art  605 

Was  mute,  ar.cl,  ftmlcd  at  the  r.ewdifeafe, 
In  fearful  whifptrs  honelefs  omens  gave. 
To  Heav'n  wiih  fuppliant  rites  they  lent  their  pray'rs  j 
Heav'n  heard  them  not.     Of  cv'ry  hope  depriv'd/ 
Fatigu'd  with  vain  refources,  and  fubdu'd  610 

With  woes  refiiHefs,  and  enfeebling  fear, 
PafTive  they  fui.k  beneath  the  weighty  blow. 
ng  but  lamentable  founds  wese  hf'ard, 
Is  >r  an   iit  was  feen  but  ghaftly  views  of  deat'i. 
Inkclkus  horror  ran  frormface  to  face,  6   c 
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And  pale  tie  (pair.     'Twas  all  the  bus'nef's  then 
To  tend  the  Tick,  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 
In  heaps  they  fell ;  arid  oft*  the  bed,  they  fay, 
The  hck'ning,  dying,  and  the  dead  contained. 

Ye  guardian  Gods !  on  whom  the  fates  depend      620 
Of  tott'rmg  Albion,  ye  eternal  Fires 
That  lead  thro*  heav'n  the  wandering  year!  ve  PuwVs 
That  o'er  th'  encircling  elements  prefide ! 
May  nothing  worfe  than  what  this  age  has  feen 
Arrive!   Enough  abroad,  enough  at  home,  6zf 

Has  Albion  bled.     Here  a  diltemper'd  heav'n 
Has  thinn'd  her  cities  from  thofe  lofty  cliffs 
That  awe  proud  Gaul  to  ThuL's  wintry  reign, 
Wiiile  in  the  Weft  beyond  lh'  Atlantic  foam, 
Her  braved  Ions,  keen  for  the  fight,  havedy'd          630 
The  death  of  cowards,  and  of  common  men, 
Sank  void  ot  wounds,  and   fall'n  without  renown. 

But  from  thei'e  views  the  weeping  Mufes  turn, 
And  other  themes  invite  my  wand'ring  long.  634. 
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ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

BOOK  IV.     THE  PASSIONS. 

'"pHE  choice  of  Aliment,  the  choice  of  Air, 
•^    The  ufe  of  Toil>  and  all  external  things, 
Already  fung,  it  now  remains  to  trace 
What  good  what  evil  from  ourftlves  proceeds, 
And  how  the  fubtile  principle  within 
Infpires  with  Health,  or  mines  with  ftrange  decay 
The  paffive  body.     Ye  poetic  fhacLs, 
Who  know  th'e  lecrets  of  the  world  unfeen, 
Aflift  my  fong  !  for  in  a  doubtful  theme 
Engag'd  I  w.inder  thro'  myfterious  ways. 

There  is  they  fay  (and  I  believe  there  is) 
A  fpark  within  us  of  th'  immortal  fire 
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•..lr  frame, 

.And  when  the  bcoy  links  eicnpts  to  heav'n, 
j'-s  nitive  !t?t,  anu  iiu^s  with  the  gods  :  15 

ihis  heav'tily  panicle  pervades 
Tht  inona!  t laments,  in  evYy  nerve 
It  ihriiSi  w»th  pkafure,  or  prows' mad  with  pain, 
Aui  in  its  k-ci'et  conclave,  as  it  feds 
The  body's  woes  and  joy >,  (his  ruling  n;,\v'r  20 

is  at  its  will  the  cUiil  material  world, 
And  is  the  body's  Health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  to;i  ilii  grt-fs  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues,  extenua'es,  ordciliuys,  iiicif. 
Nor  Itfs  the  labours  of  the  mind  corrode  25 

The  (olid  fabric  ;   for  by  iubtjle  paits 
And  viewlefs  atoms  lecrtt  Natuir  moves 
The  mighty  wbtttis  of  .^hil  13  world: 

}ly  fubtile  fivikls.  m)i:r\!  ;!.:  . -ibes, 

Tiie  natural  vita;  rk;rr)>'d  :  30 

Ev  thefe  ti.  .tliiv.cnis  aix-  tanfd, 

The  toilino  ln*ait  dtftributes  life  and  ilic:\?;.lh  ; 
Thefe  the  iiiJl  crumbling  irame  rebuild,  and  thefe 
Are  loit  in  thinking,  and  diflblve  in  air. 

But  'tis  not  thoufiht,  (for  flill  the  foul's  emplcy'd,) 
*Tis  painful  thinking',  that  corrodes  cur  clay.  36 

All  day  the  vacant  eye,  without  fatigue, 
Strays  o'er  the  heav'n  and  earih,  but  long  intent 
On  micro  fee  pic  t-rt.s  its  vigour  jails. 
Ju(l  fo  the  mind,  with  various  thoughts  amusVI,         40 

..chts  itfclf,  nor  givco  the  botiy  p:;in  j 
But  anxious  (Uiv'y,  difcontvnt.  anu 
L<;ve  without  iio^-e,  v.nd  hate  without  revenge, 

:<-nr,  and  jealc;ufy,  fatigue  the  ibul, 
Engross  t'ie  iutitile  mmiilerb  of  life,  45 

i'l'oil  the  lab'i'ii'g  functions  of  their  (hnre: 
1-ltnre  t'r.f  k'j.n  ficotn  that  Mcianciioly  wears, 

vei's  pak-ntL^,  and  the  fallow  lute 
Of  Envy,  Jcaiouj'v,  'he  mt: 

Of  fore  K«. .  •  rankei'd  body  hence  50 

JBvlras  ta.'h  iietiui  motion  of  tiit  mind. 
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The  ftrong-built  pedant,  who  both  night  and  day 
Feeds  on  the  coarfeft  fare  the  fchools  beftow, 
And  crudely  fattens  at  grofs  Burman's  ftall, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  phlegm  lies  in  a  dropfy  drown'd,    55 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 
With  ufeful  ftudies  you,  and  arts  that  pleafe, 
Employ  your  mind  ;  arnufe  but  not  fatigue. 
Peace  to  each  drowfy  metaphyfic  fage, 
And  ever  may  all  heavy  fyftems  reft  !  60 

Yet  fome  there  are  e'en  of  elaftic  parts 
Whom  ftrong  and  obftinate  ambition  leads 
Thro'  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore, 
And  gives  to  relifh  what  their  gen'rous  tafte 
Would  elfe  refufe  ;  but  may  nor  thirft  of  fame,          65 
Nor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  fatigue, 
With  conftant  drudgery,  the  lib'ral  foul. 
Toy  with  your  books  ;  and  as  the  various  fits 
Of  humour  feize  you,  from  phtlofophy 
To  fable  fhift,  from  ferions  Amonine '  70 

To  Rabelais'  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  fong. 

W^hile  reading  pleafes  but  no  longer  read, 
And  read  aloud,  refounding  Homer's  drain, 
And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demofrheiies. 
The  cheil  fo  exercis'd  improves  its  ftrength,  75 

And  quick,  vibrations  thro'  the  bowels  drive 
The  relilefs  blood,  which  in  unaclive  days 
Would  loiter  elfe  thro'  unelaflic  tubes. 
Deem  it  noftrifiing  while  I  recommend 
Wnat  pofture  fuits :  to  ftand  and  fit  by  turns,  80 

As  Nature  prompts  is  beft  ;  but  o'er  your  leaves 

To  lean  for  ever  cramps  the  vital  parts, 

And  robs  the  fine  machin'ry  of  its  play. 
'Tis  the  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 

The  reftlefs  mind ;  for  ever  on  purfuit  85 

Of  knowledge  bent  it  ftarves  the  grofler  pow'rs  : 

Qii:.te  unemployed,  againrt  its  own  repole 

It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  ani  fharper  pangs 

Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life; 

Chiefly  where  Solitude,  fad  nurfe  of  Care,  90 

To  fickly  rnufing  gives  the  penfive  mind  : 
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There  madness  inters ;  snd  the  dim-eyM  fien:', 
Melancholy,  nip^t  ami  day  provokes 

.  n  eternal  wound  :   the  fun  grows  pale, 
A  mournful  viiionary  light  oVdpre;ids  95 

The  cheerful  face  of  Nature,  earth  becomes 
A  dreary  ciefert,  anci  Heav'n  frowns  above; 
T:HH  various  fiiaues  of  curs'd  illufion  rile  : 
.•'er  the  wretch'cl  fears  creating  Fear 
F  r  is  out  of  nothing,  and  with  mongers  teems         100 

..wp  in  hell.     The  proftraie  foul  beneath 
A  load  or"  huge  imagination  heaves, 

.!  the  horrors  that  the  murd'rer  feels 

:s  fimt'rings  wii.e  the  guiltieis  breaft. 
br.c'i  phantoms  Pride  in  fohtary  lcer.es,  105 

Or  Ftar  on  delicate  Self  love  creates. 
From  other  cares  abfolvM,  the  buty  mind 
Finds  in  yourfelf  a  theme  to  pore  upcni  j 
It  finds  you  mifcrable  or  makes  you  fo: 
For  while  yourfelf  you  anxioxilly  explore  no 

Timorous  Self-love,  wtth&ck'mng  Fancy's  nid, 
Prefent*  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  mod, 
And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part: 
TItrnce  feme  for  love,  and  feme  for  jcaloufy, 
For  grim  religion  foine,  and  lome  tor  pride,  115 

Have  loft  their  reafon  ;  fome  for  fear  of  want 

;i!l  theif  lives;  and  others  (-.v'ryday 
For  tear  of  dying  fuiftr  worle  thin  deadi. 
Ah!   from  your  bofuins  bi:iiUi  if  you  c:in 
Thofj  fatal  gucfls,  and  fii  si:  the  demon  Fear,          120 
-  trfitibles  at  impoflible  tveivs, 

\'las  (liould  ifh^n  his  load, 
•rtv'n's  I'ttrnal  battlements  nidi  down. 
:  •  an  cvii  w-jife  thnn  ie:\r  irit-lf? 

it  that  indulgent  Heav'n  125 

From  mortal  eyes  i'-as  vvr.ipL  t'n.  woes  to  come 
!*•  we  ir.tfeniouo  to  torment  curf'.Ives 

pale  at  hideous  fuTc'.ons  of  our  own  ? 
iy  the  prefent,  nor  with  needless  carts 
O;  what  may  'pring  from  blind  Misfortune's  womb 

.  .ivit  hour  that  lift  bulows.  131 
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Serene,  and  matter  of  yourfelf,  prepare 
For  what  may  come,  and  leave  the 'reft  to  Heav'n. 

Oft'  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  miftunM, 
Thefe  evils  fprung  the  moil  important  Health,         135 
That  of  the  mind,  cieftroy  ;  and  when  the  mind 
They  firft  invade  the  ccnicious  body  foon 
In  fympathetic  langui/hment  declines. 
Thefe  chronic  Paflions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rife,  and  yet  without  the  body's  fault  140 

Infeft  the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure, 
Diverfion,  hurry,  and  a  reftlefs  life. 
Vain  are  the  confolations  of  the  wile  ; 
In  vain  your  friends  would  reafon  down  your  pain. 

0  ye  whofe  fouls  relentlefs  love  has  tam\i  145 
To  foft  diftrefs,  or  friends  untimely  fali'n  ! 

Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought, 
*  Nor  deem  it  impious  to- forget  thofe  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 
Go,  foft  Entbufitft  !  quit  the  cyprefs  groves,  j  ro 

Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  meanings  tune 
Your  fad  complaint :  go  feck  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  buftling  crowd  ; 
Lay  fchemes  for  wealth,  or-pow'r,  or^fame,  the  wifh 
)r  nobler  minds,  and  pufh  them  night  and  day,      155 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  queft  of  fcenes 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  (hifting  ev'ry  hour, 
Beyond  the  Alps,t>eyond  the  Apennines, 
Or,  more  advent'rous,  rufli  into  the  field 
Where  war  grows  hot,  and  raging  thro'  the  fky        160 

1  lit  lofty  trumpet  fwells  the  madd'ning  foul, 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  toilibme  march 
Forget  all  fofter  and  iefs  manly  cares. 

But  rr.oft,  too  pailive,  when  the  blood  runs  low, 

veakly  indolent  to  ftrive  with  pain,  j65 

And  }>ravely  by  reiiiting  conquer  Fate, 
Tiiy  Circe's  ?i  ts,  and  in  the  temotincr  bowl 
Of  poifon'd  neftar  JWeet  oblivion' iw;L 
Struck  by  the  powerful  cliarm  the  gloom  diflblves 
]n  en;p«fy  air,'  Eiyfuun  opens  round,   -  ,    o 

Aggteaung  ircnzy  buoys  the  lighter. 'u  foul, 
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And  fanguine  hopes  diipel  your  fleeting  caie, 
And  what  was  difiicult  and  what  was  dire 
Yu-K;s  to  your  prowefs  and  fuperior  ftars  : 
The  happieft  you  of  all  that  e'er  were  mad,  175 

Or  are  or  (hall  be,  could  this  lolly  laft. 
But  Toon  y':ur  heav'n  is  gone ;  a  heavier  gloom 
Shuts  oVr  your  head,  and  as  the  thumi'ring  ftream, 
Swol'n  o'er  its  banks  with  fuclden  mountain  rain, 
Sin!-:;;  from  its  tumult  to  a  (Vknt  brook,  i8» 

So  when  the  frantic  raptures  in  your  bread 
.  Subfi.-'e  ytu  larguifh  into  mortal  man; 
Yon  fleep,  and  waking  find  yourielf  undone: 
For  piodigal  of  life,  in  onej:;fli  night 
You  lavifh'd  more  than  might  fupport  three  days.    185 
A  heavy  morning  comes  ;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  raj;?.     An  anxious  ftomach  well 
May  be  endur'd,  fo  may  the  throbbing  head  j 
But  fuch  a  dim  delirium,  Inch  a  dream, 
Iv.vi.'vts  you,  fuch  a  daftardly  defpair  190 

Unmans  your  foul,  as  madd'ning  Pentheus  felt 
When  baited  round  Cithacrtw's  cruel  fides 
He  faw  two  funs  and  double  Thebes  aicend. 
You  curfe  the  flugp;i(h  Port,  )  cu  curfe  the  wretch, 
Tile  felon,  with  unnat'ral  mixture  firll  195 

Who  dar'd  to  violate  the  virgin  wine, 
Or  on  the  fugitive  Champaign  you  pour 
A  thousand  cuvfes,  for  to  heav'n  it  rapt 
Your  foul  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair : 
Perhaps  you  rue  e  en  that  divifscft  gift,  2co 

The  gav,  lerene,  good-natur'd,  Burgundy, 
Or  the  frefii  Fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine, 
And  wifh  that  Heiv'n  from  mortals  had  withheld 
:::pe,  and  all  intoxicaHng  bowls. 
>es,  it  wounds  you  lore  to  recolleft  205 

Wliat  iollies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
Efcap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a  friend  ; 

wine  your  hafty  hand 

Performs  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave:  210 

•Add  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts,  decay  j 
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Your  friends  avoid  you  ;  brutifhly  transforni'd 
They  hardly  know  you  $  or  if  one  remains 
To  wifh  you  well,  he  wiflies  you  in  heaven. 
I)efp::s'd,  unwept,  you  fall,  who  micht  have  left     215 
A  1  acred,  cheriuYd,  fadly-pleafing,  name, 
A  name  Irili  to  be  utttrM  with  a  iigh. 
Your  la(l  ungraceful  1'cene  has  quite  efiv.c'd 
All  fenie  and  memory  oi  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happiell,  now  avoid  the  pains,  t 

The  disappointments,  anddifgufts,  of  thole 
Who  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ, 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
I  could  recite.     Tho'  old  he  ftiil  re:ain'd 
His  manly  fenfe,  and  energy  of  mind.  215 

Virtuous  and  wife  he  was,  br.i  not  kvere: 
He  liill  remember'ii  that  he  once  was  youn<j  j 
His  eafy  prefen-e  check'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  e'^n  thedjfTolu:e  r\Jinir\i,  for  he 
A  graceful  loofVnefs  when  he  pieasM  put  on,  130 

And  laughing  could  inimu't.     Much  had  he  read. 
Much  more  had  feen  :  he  ftudy'd  !rom  the  life, 
And  in  the  original  peru>\l  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life 
He  pity'd  man,  and  much  he  pity'd  thofe  2 

Whom  falftly  fmilingFate  has  curs'd  with  means 
To  difiipate  their  days  in  queft  of  jny. 
*'  Our  aim  is  happinefs ;  'tis  your's,  'tis  mine, 
(He  laid  ;)  'tis  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live ; 

Yet  few  attain  it,  if  'twas  e'er  attain'd  :  140 

But  they  the  wideft  wander  from  the  mark 
Who  thro'  the  flow'ry  paths  of  i-uint'ring  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddel's,  that  from  ita^e  to  iiige 
Invites  us  ftiil,.  but  iliifts  as  we  purfue  : 
For  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings  245 
To  counterpoife  itlllf,  reler.tlefs  Fate 
Forbids  that  we  thro'  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
Should  ever  roam  ;  and  were  the  Fates  more  kind 
Our  narrow  luxuries  would  foon  grow  ftale  :  249 
Were  thefe  exiiauftlefs  Nature  would  grow  fick, 
And  cloy'd  wich  pltalure  fqueamiJiily  complain 
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(C  That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 

"  Let  Nature  reft  :  be  bufy,  for  yourfelf 

"  And  for  your  friend  j  be  bufy  e'en  in  vain 

"  Rather  than  teai'e  her  fated  appetites.  255 

"  Who  never  fails  no  banquet  e'er  enjoys  ; 

*'  Who  never  toils  or  watches  never  fleeps. 
Let  Nature  i\(r;  and  when  the  tafte  ot  joy 
Grows  keen  indulge,  but  flum  fatiety. 
"  'Tis  nor  for  mortals  always  to  be  blerr,  260 

But  him  the  Icaft  ihe  dull  or  painful  hours 
Of  life  opprefs,  whom  fober  Senfe  conducts, 
And  Virtue  thro'  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 

tf  Virtue  and  Senfe  I  mean  not  to  disjoin; 

Virtue  and  Senfe  are  one  :  and  truft  me  ftill          265 

A  faithleis  heart  betrays  the  head  unibund. 

Virtue  (for  mere  Good-nature  is  a  fool) 

Is  fenfe,  and  fpirit  with  humanity  : 

Tis  fcmetimes  angry,  and  it>  frown  confounds ; 

'Tis  e'en  vindictive,  hut  in  vengeance  juit.  170 

Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it  j  ibme  great  ones  dare  j 

But  at  his  heart  the  rnoft  undaunted  ibn 

Of  Fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms. 

To  nobl.it  uies  this  determines  wealth  ; 

This  is  the  iblid  pomp  of  profp'rous  days,  275 

The  peace  and  flielter  of  adverfity  : 

And  if  you  pant  for  glory  build  your  fame 

On  this  foundation,   which  the  fecret  fliock 

t(  Defies  of  Envy  and  all- Japping  Time. 

«'  Tae  gaudy  glofs  of  Fortune  only  ftrikes  280 

The  vulgar  eye  :   ti.e  fuffrage  ot  the  wi'V, 
The  praife  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attain'd 

«'   r>y  Senfe  alone  and  dignity  of  mind. 

"   Virtue,  the  (h'cngth  and  beauty  of  the  foul, 
Is  the  beft  gilt  of  ilcav'n,  a  hsppinefs  285 

«<  That  t'en  above  the  imiles  and  f;owns  of  Fate 

•.Us  preat  Nature's  iav'rites,  a  wealth 
Tiiat  ne'er  incumbers  nor  can  be  transftrr'd. 
Kiches  are  oft'  by  guilt  and  bafehels  earn'd, 

..It  by  Chance  to  ihieid  a  lucky  knave,          29^ 
Or  throw  a  cruel  iunfnine  on  a  fool : 
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"  But  for  one  end,  one  much-neglect  t-d  u'.e, 

(t  Are  riches  worth  your  care  :   (for  Nature's  wants 

"  Are  few,  and  without  opulence  fuppiy'd) 

fl  Tliis  noble  end  is  to  produce  the  ionl,  195 

t{  To  (hew  their  virtues  in  their  hurtle  light, 

tl  To  make  Humanity  the  minifier 

"  Of  bounteous  Providence,  and  teach  the  breafi 

"  That  gen"1  rous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy." 

Thus  in  his  graver  vein  the  friendly  iage  300 

Sometimes  declaimed.     Of  right  and  wrong  he  taught 
Truths  as  refin'd  as  ever  Athens  heard, 
And  (ftrange  to  tell !)  he  praclis'd  what  he  preach'd. 
SlcillM  in  the  Pafiions,  how  to  check  their  fway 
He  knew,  as  far  as  Reafon  can  coiuroul  30^ 

The  lawlefs  pow'rs.     But  other  cares  are  mine  : 
Fonn'd  in  the  fchool  of  Paeon  I  relate 
What  Paffions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve} 
Avoid  them  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  ferene  310 

Supports  the  mind  fupports  the  body  too  : 
-Hence  the  moft  vital  movement  mortals  itA 
Is  hope,  the  balm  and  li'e  blood  of  the  foul : 
It  plcafss,  and  it  hfts.     Indulgent  Heav'n 
Sent  down  the  kind  delufion  thro'  the  paths  315 

Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on, 
And  make  our  happieft  ftate  no  tedious  thing. 
Our  greateft  good,  and  what  we  leait  can  fpare, 
Is  hope  ;  the  laft  of  all  our  evils  fear. 

But  there  are  Paflions  grateful  to  the  brer. ft  320 

And  yet  no  friends  to  life:    perhaps  they  plca.e 
Or  to  excels,  and  diflipate  the  foul, 
-  Or  while  they  pleai'e  torment.     The  ftubborn  clown, 
The  ill- tarn 'd  ruffian,  and  pale  ufurer, 
(If  Love's  omnipotence  fuch  hearts  can  mould)          325 
M.iy  fafely  mellow  into  love,  and  grow 
Rc-nn'd,  humane,  and  gen'rous,  it  they  can. 
Love  in  fuch  boibms  never  to  a  fault 
Or  pains  or  ple"afcs  :   but  ye  finer  Souls  ! 
FormM  to  foft  luxury,   and  prompt  to  fhrill    •  33^ 

With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  jojs  and  P:-ii^.. 
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That  beauty  gives,  with  caution  and  referve 
Indulge  the  fweet  deftrcyer  of  rtpoie, 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  ot  charming  cares  j 
For  while  the  cherifh'd  poifon  in  your  hivafr  35 

Ferments  and  maddens,  fick  with  jcaluuly, 
Abfence,  dii'truft,  or  e'en  with  anxiou 
The  wholefome  appetites  and  pow'rs  of 
DifTilve.  in  languor:   the  coy  ftoniach  loathes 
The  Denial  board  ;  your  cheerful  days  are  gone  ;        54.0 
The  gen'rous  bloom  that  fluih'd  your  checks  is  flea  : 
To  (ighs  "dt  voted  and  to  tender  pains 
Penfive  you  fit,  or  i'ohtary  (tray, 
And  wafte  your  youth  in  muhng  :  miifing  firft 
Toy  d  into  care  your  unfufpe&ing  iieart  j  345 

It  found  a  liking  there,  a  fportful  fire, 
And  tliat  fomented  into  ferious  love, 
Which  muiing  dady  ftrengthens  and  improves 
Thro'  sll  the  heights  of  fonvine Is  and  romance  j 
And  you'ie  undone,  the  fatal  lhaft  has  I'pt'.i,  3j« 

It'  once  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no  : 
The  bodv  walles  away,  th'  iniecitd  ir.md, 
Diiiblv'd  in  female  £tndernelVj  tercets 
F/.ich  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dtad  to  fune. 

Hcav'n  !   iicin  fuch  intoxicating  ci  nrr.j  355 

[   Del'end  all  worthy  breafts !  not  that  I  iletm 
X-ove  always  dangVi-us,  always  to  be  fhunn'd  j 
Love  well  repaid,  and  not  too  we;-;kiy  lunk 
In  wanton  and  ur.nv.nly  tendeinels, 
Adds  bloom  to  Htalti),  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  flieds  363 

A  gay,  humane,  a  wcet,  and  gcnjous,  grace, 
And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man  : 
Hut  fruit  lei's,  hopelefs,  disappointed,  rack'd 
With  jealoufy,  fatigu'il  with  iiope  and  iear, 
Too  ferious,  or  too  l.^nguimingly  fond,  365 

Unnerves  the  body,  ana  unmans  ihe  foul. 
And  fome  have  dy'd  for  love,  and  lome  run  mad, 
A:*\  fome  with  deip'rate  n.anus  I'aemiclvfs  huve  fiain. 

Some  to  extinguifh,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dang'rous  fair  370 

,  Court  all  they  meet,  in  hopes  to  diilipate 
F 
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The  cares  of  love  amongft  an  hundred  brides. 
Th'  event  is  doubtful  j  for  there  are  who  find 
A  cure  in  this,  there  are  who  find  it  not. 
""Tis  no  relief  alas  !   it  rather  galls  375 

The  wound  to  thofe:  who  are  fmcerely  fick  ; 
For  while  from  fevYnli  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  mrves  grow  languid,  and  the  ibul  fubfides, 
The  tender  fancy  I'marts  with  evVy  (ling, 
And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now.  380 

Is  Health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim  ? 
Be  temp'rate  Hill :  when  Nature  bids  obey ; 
Her  wild  impatient  Tallies  bear  no  curb  : 
But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight 
Or  loofe  imagination  (purs  you  on  3$  5 

To  deeds  above  your  ftrength,  impute  it  not 
To  Nature  ;  Nature  all  compulfion  hates. 
Ah  !  let  nor  luxury  nor  vain  renown 
Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  fleep  without, 
To  make  what  ihould  be  rapture  a  fatigue,  390 

A  tedious  tcifk,  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down  j 
For  from  the  colliquation  of  foft  joys 
How  changed  you  rife  !  the  ghoft  of  what  you  was  ! 
Languid  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt  and  wan,          39,5 
Your  veins  exhaufted,  and  your  nerves  unflrung. 
Spoii'd  of  its  balm  and  fprightly  zeft,  the  blood 
Grows  vapid  phlegm  ;  along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  (light  impulfe  tremblingly  awake) 
A  fubtile  fiend  that  mimics  all  the  plagues,  400 

Rapid  and  reftlefs  fprings  from  part  to  part : 
The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fall'n, 
Your  vigour  pines,  your  vital  pow'rs  decay, 
Diieafes  haunt  you,  and  untimely  age 
Creeps  on,  unibcial,  impotent,  and  lewd.  405 

Infatuate,  impious,  Epicure  !  to  wade 
The  (lores  of  pleafure,  cheerfulnefs,  and  Health  ! 
Infatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade, 
And  coy  perdition  ev'ry  hour  purfue. 

'Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  ialcivious  flames  410 

Confumes,  is  with  his  o'.vn  confent  undone  ; 
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He  chufes  to  be  wretched,  to  he  mad, 
And  warned  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
But  there  is  a  Paflion  whole  tempeftuous  fway 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  the  breaft,  415 

And  ftiak.es  to  ruins  proud  Philolbphy  : 
For  pale  and  trembling  Anger  rufhes  in 
With  falt'ring  fpeech,  and  eves  that  wildly  Mare, 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  mudder  than  the  teas, 
Defp'rate,  and  arm'd  with  more  than  human  flrength. 
How  loon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polifh  d,  man         421 
Forgets  compunction,  and  darts  up  a  fiend  ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  waftes  with  filent  cares, 
Envy  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief, 
Slowly  deicends  and  ling'ring  to  the  (hades  j  425 

But  he  whom  an  irops  if  he  dies 

At,  once,  and  ruflies  apoplectic  down, 
Or  a  fierce  fever  hurries  him  (o  hell  : 
For  as  the  body  thro'  unnumK  rd  brings 
Reverbeva^.s  each  vibration  of  the  foul,  430 

As  is  the  PafTion  Inch  is  (till  the  pain 
The  body  feds  or  chronic  or  acute  ; 
And  ofV  a  Hidden  ftorm  at  once  o'erpow'rs 
The  life,  or  gives  jour  reafon  to  the  winds. 
Such  fates  attend  the  rafh  alarm  of  ftar  435 

And  Hidden  grief,  and  rage,  and  Hidden  jcy. 

There  are  meantime  tow-horn  the  boi(Trous  fit 
Is  Health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life  : 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads, 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold,  440 

And  each  clogg'd  function  lazily  moves  on, 
A  gen'rous  fally  fpurns  th'  incumbent  load, 
Unlocks  the  brtalt,  ami  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
But  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  apt  to  boil, 
Or  are  your  ncrvts  too  irritably  fining,  445 

Wave  all  diipuie  ;  be  cautious  if  you  joke  ; 
Keep  lent  for  ever,  and  lorfwear  the  bowl  j 
For  one  rafli  moment  lends  you  to  the  fliades, 
Or  (hatters  evVy  hopeful  fcheme  of  life, 
And  gives  to  horror  all  your  days  to  come.  450 

Fate  arm1  d  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev'ry  p^a^uc 
F  z 
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That  ruins,  tortures,  or  ciiftrafts,  mankind, 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hour, 
Overwhelms  you  not  with, woes  To  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  r.or  gives  more  fudden  blows.    4*5 

While  choler  works,  good  Friend  !  you  may  be  wrong  } 
Diflruft  yourself,  and  (leep  before  you  fight  : 
Tis  not  too  Irite  to-morrow  to  be  brave  j 
If  Honour  bids  to-morrow  kill  or  die. 
But  calm  advice  againft  a  raging  fit  460 

Avails  too  little  :  and  it  braves  the  pow'r 
Of  all  thaf  ever  taught  in  profe  or  fong 
To  tame  the  fiend  tint  deeps  a  gentle  lamb 
And  w?.kes  a  lion.     Unnrovok'd  and  calm 
You  reafon  well,  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee,  465 

And  wonder  at  the  ma-lnefs  of  mankind  ; 
Seiz'd  with  the  common  rage  you  foon  forget 
The  fpecularions  of  yovr  wifer  hours  : 
Befet  with  Furi  s  of  ail  deadly  fhapes, 
Fierce  and  infuiious,  violent  and  flow,  470 

With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fate, 
What  refuge  rtiall  we  feek,  what  arms  prepare  ? 
Where  real'  n  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
To  cope  with  iubtile  or  impetuous  pow'rs, 
I  would  invoke  new  Paffions  to  your  aid  j  47  5 

With  indignation  would  extinguish  fear, 
With  fear  or  gen'rous  pity  vanquifh  rage, 
And  love  with  pride,  and  force  to  force  oppofe. 

Thrre  is  a  charm,  a  pow'r,  that  fways  the  breaft, 
Bids  evVy  pafP.on  revel  or  be  ftill,  480 

Inlpires  with  ra<?e,  or  all  your  cares  diiTolves, 
Can  (both  ditttv.clion,  and  almoft  defpair: 
That  powV  is  mufic  ;  far  beyond  the  ftretch 
Of  thole  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  ftage, 
Thofe  clumly  heroes,  thole  fat-headed  gods,  485 

Who  move  no  Palfion  juftly  but  contempt, 
Who  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  ftrong !) 
Do  wondrous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 
The  fault  is  our's  ;  we  bear  thofe  monihous  arts, 
Good  Heav'n  !  we  praife  them  5  we  with  loudeft  peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  higheft  lifts  his  heels,  491 
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And  with  infipid  ftiew  of  rapture  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  he  the  Mufe's  laurel  juftly  (hares, 
A  poet  he,  nnd  touch'd  with  Heav'n's  own  fire,        495 
Who  with  bold  rage  or  folemn  pomp  of  founds 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravifhes,  the  foul ; 
Now  tender,  plaintive,  fweet  almort  to  pain, 
In  lovediflfolves  you;  now  in  fprightly  ftrains 
Breathes  a  gay  rapture  thro'  yonr  thrilling  breaft,     500 
Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  fad, 
Or  wakes  to  horror  the  tremendous  firings. 
Such  was  the  bard  whofe  heav'nly  ftrains  of  old 
Appeas'd  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul ; 
Such  was,  if  old  and  Heathen  fame  fay  true,  505 

The  man  who  bad  the  Theban  domes  afcend, 
And  tam'd  the  favage  nations  with  his  fong  ; 
And  fuch  the  Thracian  whofe  metadious  lyre 
Tun'd  to  foft  wee  made  nil  the  mountains  weep, 
Sooth'd  e'en  th'  ir.txorabL'  pow'rs  of  hell,  510 

And  half  redeem'd  his  loll  Eurydice.    . 
M'.ific  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief,' 

'i.s  difcaies,  fofrens  ev'ry  pain, 
Subdues  the  rape  of  poifon,  and  the  plague  ; 
And  hence  the  wife  oi  ancient  days  ador'd 
One  pow'r  of  Phyfic,  Melody,  and  Song.  516 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  EUMENE3. 

Firft  pr'wted  in  lie  Tear  1751.* 

V'  IND  to  my  frailties  Mill  Eumenes,  hear; 

•     Once  more  I  try  the  patience  of  your  ear, 
Not  oft1  I  fing  :   the  happier  for  the  Town ; 
So  flunn'd  alreru'.y  they're  quite  ftupid  grown 
With  monthly,  daily — charming  things  I  own.  5 

*  Thi;  little  piers  Vas  -ddreiTc-l  to  a  worthy  ptntlciran,  a'   an  erprtfTcii 
•f  br»t'iuiie  icr  Ins  kind  endeavours  to  do  the  Author  a  great    ; 

F  .1 
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Happy  for  them  I  CelJcm  court  the  N'ne  j 
Another  ait,  a  Cerious  art.  is  mine. 
OF  naufeous  verles  cffer'd  once  a  week, 
f<   You  cannot  lay  I  did  it""  if"  you're  fick. 
'Twa's  ne'er  my  pride  to  fliine  by  flafhy  fits  10 

Amcngft  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  wits  : 
Content  if  lome  few  friends  indulge  my  name, 
So  fiio'ntiy  am  I  thing  with  love  of  fame, 
I  wouli  not  fcrswl  on  •  hundred  idle  lines — 
Not  for  the  praiie  of  all  the  Magazines.  15 

Yet  once  a  nv^on  perhaps  I  (leal  a  night, 
And  if  our  fire  Apollo  pkaie*  write. 
You  Anile  ;  but  all  the  train  the  Mufe  that  follow, 
Chrifnans  and  dunces,  ftiil  we  quote  Apollo: 
Unhappy  (hll  our  potts  will  rthearfe  20 

To  Gorhs,  that  flare  aftoniih'd  at  their  verfe, 
To  the  rank  triivs  fubmit  their  virgin  lays  j 
So  grofs,  (o  beihal  is  the  luft  of  p^aile  ! 

I  to  iound  judges  trom  the  mob  .appeal. 
And  write  to  ;h<Je  who  moft  my  lubjecl  feel.  25 

Eugenes,  thed1  dry  moral  lines  I  truft 
Wi:h  you,  whom  nougiu  that's  morsl  candifguft: 
With  you  I  venture  in  plain  homefpun  lenfe 
What  I  imagine  o(  Benevolence. 

Of  nil  the  Mionfters  of  the  humankind  30 

What  ftrikes  you  moil  is  the  low  felfifli  mind. 
You  won-'er  how  without  one  lib'ral  joy 
The  (ready  mifer  can  his  years  employ, 
Without:  one  friend,  howe'er  his  fortunes  thrive, 
Defpis'd  and  hated  how  he  bears  to  live.  35 

With  honed  warmth  of  Iwart,  with  Come  degree 
Or"  pify  that  Cuch  wretched  tilings  fhould  be, 
You  fcorn  the  fordid  knave. — He  grins  at  you, 
And  di  eins  hirnitlf  the  wiicr  of  the  two. — 
*T;s  all  but  taiie  howe'er  we  fift  the  caie  :  40 

Ke  has  his  joy,  as  ev'ry  creature  has. 
'Tis  true  he  cannot  boaft  an  angel's  Hiare, 
Yet  has  what  happinefs  his  organs  bear. 
Thou  likevvife  mad'ft  the  high  feraphic  foul 
lyhkcr  Omnipotent !  and  thou  the  owl :  45 
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Heaven  forrrTd  him  too,  and  doubtlefs  for  foine  ufc, 
But  Craneccurt  knows  not  yet  all  Nature's  views. 

'Tis  chiefly  tafte,  or  blunt,  or  gro;s,  or  fine, 
Makes  life  infipid,  beftial,  or  divine. 
Better  be  born  with  tafte  to  little  rent  50 

Thau  the  dull  monarch  or' a  continent. 
Without  this  bounty,  which  the  gods  beftow,  ' 
Cm  Fortune  make  one  fav'rite  happy  ? — No  : 
As  we  11  might  Fortune  in  her  frolic  vein 
Proclaim  an  cyfter  fov'reign  of  the  main.  55 

Wiiiicut  fiiie  nerves,  and  bofom  juitly  warm'd, 
An  eye,  an  ear,  a  fancy  to  be  charm'd, 
In  vain  majeftic  Wren  expands  the  dome, 
Blank  as  pale  ftucco  Rubens  lines  the  room, 
Loft  are  the  raptures  gf  bold  Handel's  (train,  60 

Giea:  Tuily  ftorms,  fweet  Virgil  lings  in  vain  j 
The  beauteous  forms  of  Nature  are  effaced, 
Tttnpe's  foft  charms,  the  raging  wat'ry  wafte, 

Each  greatly  wild,  each  fweet  romantic  fccne, 
Unheeded  nfes,  and  almoft  unfeen.  65 

Yet  thefe  art;  joys  with  fome  of  better  clay 

To  fooih  the  toils  of  life's  embarrafs'd  way; 

Thefe  the  fine  frame  with  ch-nning  horrors  chill, 

And  give  the  nerves  delightfully  to  thrill. 

But  of  all  tafte  the  nobleft  and  the  heft,  70 

The  fir  ft  enpymeiit  of  the  gen'rous  bread, 

Is  to  behold  in  man's  obnoxious  (tare 

SceiiL-s  of  cc;iit^nt,  and  happy  turns  of  fate: 

F.^ir  views  of  Nature,  Riining  works  of  art, 

Arnuic  the  fancy,  but  thofe  touch  the  heart.  75 

t  for  ti>is  proud  epic  (bng  delights, 

F';r  tliis  fome  riot  on  th'  Arabian  Nights. 

•  ;e  is  our's  j  and  for  tlie  human  mind 
i.Dnilrous  not  to  feel  for  ail  mankind. 

Were  all  mankind  unhappy  who  could  tafte  So 

Elyliuai,  or  be  folitar'ly  bleft  ? 

1  with  furrounding  (hapes  of  human  woe, 

All  that  or  fenfe  or  funcy  could  bettow 

You  would  nject  with  fick  and  coy  ditdain, 

And  pant  to  lee  one  cheerful  face  again. 
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But  if  life's  better  profpects  to  behold 
So  much  delight  the  man  of  c;en'rous  mould, 
How  happy  they,  the  ertrat,  the  godlike  few, 
\Vho  daily  cultivate  this  pleafsng  view  ! 
Tiiis  is  a  joy  porfeisM  by  few  indeed  ! 
Dame  Fortune  ins  fo  many  fools  to  teed 
She  cannot  oft'  afford,  with  all  her  Store, 
To  yield  her  (miles  where  Nature  fmU'd  before. 
Td  finking  worth  a  cordial  hand  to  lend, 
With  better  fortune  to  furprife  a  friend, 
To  cheer  the  mcdeft  Granger's  lonely  ftale, 
Or.  fnatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate, 
To  do,  pcfTefs'd  with  virtue's  nobleft  fire, 
Such  gen'rous  deeds  as  we  with  tenrs  admire, 
Deeds  that  above  ambition's  vulgar  aim  i 

Secure  an  amiable,  a  tblid  fame  ; 
Thefe  are  fuch  joys  as  Heav'n's  fir  ft  fav'rites  feize  j 
Thefe  pleafe  you  r.cw,  and  will  for  ever  pleaie. 

Too  feld,om  we  great  moral  deeds  admire; 
The  will,  the  pcw'rs,  in'  occafion,  muft  coiiplre  :     105 
Yet  few  there  are  fo  iinpoter.t  and  low   • 
But  can  fome  fmall  good  offices  beftow : 
SiTiall  as  they  are,  however  cheap  they  come, 
They  add  ftill  forneth'rng  to  the  genVa!  f'.i.r, ; 
And  him  who  gives  the  little  in  his  pow'r  1 10 

The  world  acquits,  and  Heav'n  demands  no  more. 

Unhappy  he  who  feels  each  neighbour's  woe, 
Yet  no  relief,  no  comfort  can  beftow  ! 
Unhappy  too  who  feels  each  kmd  erTiy, 
And  for  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay,  1 1 5 

Who  llcrnful  of  the  flatt'rer's  fawning-  art 
Dreads  t'cn  to  pour  his  gratitude  ©flu-art, 
And  wirh  a  diftant  lovti's  filent  petin 
Muft  t'ne  beii  movemenis  of  his  io\;l  reftrain  ! 
But  men  fagacious  to  0:1  U;ie  m-inkind,  iz;> 

Trace  e'en  the  coyeft  paillons  of  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  the  good  w.e  owe  good  will  j 
In  gcod  and  bad  diHrefs  demands  it  dill  : 
This  with  the  genYcus  lays  diitinclion  low, 
Endears  a  friend,  and  recommends  a  foe.  1*5 
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Nor  that  refentirent  never  ought  to  rife, 
For  e'en  excels  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice  ; 
And  there  are  villainies  no  bench  can  awe, 
That  fport  without  the  limits  of  the  law. 
No  laws  tii*  ungenerous  crime  would  reprehend         1 3* 
.Could  I  forget  Eunices  was  my  friend  : 
In  vain  the 'gibbet  or  the  rill'ry  claim 
The  wretch  who  hlafts  a  helplefs  virgin's  fame. 
Where  laws  are  dup'd  its  nor  unjuft  nor  mean 
To  feize  the  proper  time  for  honeft  fyleen.  135 

An  open  candid  toe  I  cctild  not  hate, 
Nor  e'en  infult  the  bafe  in  humbled  ftatej 
But  thriving  Malice  tamely  to  forgive — 
' Tis  fomewhat  late  to  be  fo  primitive. 

But  I  detain  you  with  thefe  tedious  lays,  140 

:Which  few  perhaps  would  read  and  fewer  praife. 
No  matter,  could  I  pleafe  the  polifh'd  few 
Who  tafte  the  ferious  or  the  gay  like  you. 
The  fqueamifli  mob  mdy  find  my  vcrfes  bare 
Of  ev'ry  grace — but  curie  me  if  I  care.  145 

Befides,'  I" little  court  Parnafiian  fame; 
There's  yet  a  better  than  a  poet's  name. 
'Twould  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  faid 
That  I  with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread, 
Than  that  amongft  the  proud  poetic  train  153 

No  Modern  boafted  a  more  clnffic  vein, 
Or  that  in  numbers  I  let  loofc  my  fong 
Srno'-th  as  the  Tweed,  and  as  the  Severn  ftrcng.  153 


TASTE. 
AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  CRITIC. 

Firft  printed  in  the  Year  1753. 


Proferre  quffi  fentiat  cur  quilquam  liber  duhiret  ?— Malim,  Mervr 
inquire,  quam  fobrius  aut  plebis  aut  patrum  de]ibera;ionibui 
afiemari.  An  tor  An./iiy 


J^ANGE  from  Tow'rhill  all  London  to  the  Fleet, 
Thence  round  the  Temple  t'  utmoft  Groivenor 

Street, 

Take  in  your  route  both  Gray's  and  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Mifs  not  be  fure  my  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
,  You'll  hardly  raile,  as  I  with  Petty  *  guefs,  5 

Above  twelve  thoufand  men  of  Tafte,  unlefs 
In  defp'rate  times  a  Connoiffeur  may  pals. 

"  Connoifleur  !   what's  that  ?"  'Tis  hard  to  fay  j 
But  you  mult  oft'  amidft  the  fair  and  gay 
Have  feen  a  wou'd  be  rake,  a  flutf  ring  fool,  10 

Who  fwears  he  loves  the  (ex  with  all  his  foul. 
Alas,  vain  Youth  !  doft  thou  admire  fwcet  Jones  ? 
Thou  be  gallant  without  or  blood  or  bones ! 
You'd  fplit  to  hear  th'  infipid  coxcomb  cry, 
*'  Ah  charming  Nanny  !  it  is  too  much  !  I  die  !" —  15 
"  Die  and  be  damnM,  (lays  one  ;)  but  let  me  ttil  ye 
"  I'll  pay  the4ofs  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye." 

'Tis  eafy  learnt  the  art  to  talk  by  rote, 
At  Nando's  'twill  but  coft  you  half  a  groat ; 
The  Bedford  School  at  three-pence  is  not  dear  Sir  j     20 
At  White's— the  ftars  inftrucl  you  foratefter: 
But  he  whom  Nature  never  meant  to  fliare 
One  fpark  of  Tafte  will  never  catch  it  there — 
Nor  no  where  elfe,  howe'er  the  booby  beau 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileau.     25 

Good  native  Tatte,  tho1  rude,  is  feldom  wrong, 
Be  it  in  mufic,  painting,  or  in  long.: 


*  Sir  William  Petty,  Author  of  The  PolUical  Arithmetic. 
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But  this  as  well  as  other  faculties 
Improves  with  age,  and  ripens  by  degrees. 
I  know  my  Dear,  'tis  needlefs  to  deny  't,  30 

You  like  Voiturc  ;  you  think  him  wondrous  bright  j 
But  fev'n  years  hence,  ycur  relifh  more  matur'd, 
What  now  delights  will  hardly  be  endur'd. 
The  boy  may  live  to  tafte  Racine's  fine  charms 
Whom  Lee's  bald  orb  or  RovVe's  dry  rapture  warms  : 
But  he  enfranchised  from  his  tutor's  care,  36 

Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes'  chair, 
Or  with  Em  fin  us  can  admit  to  vie 
Brown  of  Squabhall,  of  merry  memory, 
Will  die  a  Goth,  and  nod  at  Woden's  *  feaft  40 

Th'  eternal  winter  long  on  Greg'ry's  f  breaft. 

Long  may  he  fwill  this  patriarch  of  the  dull 
The  diowly  mum — but  tonch  not  Maro's  fkull ! 
His  holy  barb'rous  dotage  fought  to  dooru, 
Good  Heav'n  !  th'  immortal  ClafTics  to  the  tomb!— 
Thofe  facnd  lights  (hall  bid  new  genius  rife  46 

When  all  Rome's  faints  have  rotted  from  the  flues. 
Be  thele  your  guidts  if  at  the  ivy  crown 
You  aim,  each  country's  claflics  and  your  own  j 
But  chiefly  with  the  Ancients  pafs  your  prime,  50 

And  drink  Caftalia  at  the  fountain's  brim. 
The  man  to  genuine  Burgundy  bred  up, 
Soon  Itarts  the  dafli  of  Methuen  in  his  cup. 

Thofe  fov'reign  mafters  of  the  Mufe'sikill, 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  ftill :  55 

Their  ore  was  rich,  and  fev'n  times  purg'd  of  lead  j 
Treir  art  Jeem'd  Nature,  'twas  fo  finely  hid. 
Tho1  born  with  all  the  pow'rs  of  writing  well, 
What  pains  it  cnft  they  did  not  blufli  to  tell. 
Their  eaie  (tny  Lords  ')  ne'er  loung'd  for  want  of  fire, 
Ncr  did  their  rage  thro'  afTeclation  tire  j  61 

*  A'l--  -n,  Woden's  Hall,  'v»•^ere   the  happy  are  for 

^   niunij  and  o!i;cr  conifortabic  liuuors%  out  of 
thoft  v  ;ioni  they  had  Hain  in  battle. 

t  l-o;v  Crefory  VI.    diftinguiCieJ  hy  the  name  of  St.  Gr^ppry,  whofe  pio'H 
•     o,-ance  aud  pri-i^ly  tyrriiui/ exerted  itfslf  in 
-    uis  fwwu-  all  tr.e  Tin.*::,,  of  He...  eu  genius. 
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Free  from  all  tawdry,  and  impofmg  glare, 

They  truftetl  to  their  native  grace  of  air  : 

Rapt  Vous  and  wild  the  trembling  foul  they  feize, 

Or  fly  coy  beauties  tteal  it  by  degrees  :  65 

The  more  you  view  them  ft.li  the  more  they  pleafe. 

Y.c  theie  are  thousands  oi  icholaliic  merit 
^Vho  worm  their  tenie  out  but  ne'er  taile  their  fplrit,    k 
Witneis  each  pedant  under  Bentky  bred, 
Each  commentator  lhat  e'er  commented :  70 

(You  fcarce  cnn  i'eise  a  fpot  of  plafiic  ground, 
With  leagues  of  Dufch  morafs  fo  floated  round) 
Wirnefs — But  Sir  I  hold  a  cautious  pen, 
L-.:  I  fhould  wrong  ibme  honourable  men. 
They  grow  enthufia.ls  too — '  f  is  tiue  1  'tis  pity  ! 
But  'tis  not  ev'ry  lunatic  that's  witty. 
Some  have  run  Maro — and  feme  M  ikon — mad  j 
Afliley  once  turn'd  a  folid  barber's  head  : 
Hear  all  that's  laid,  or  printed  if  you  can, 
Afhley  has  turn'd  more  iblld  heaJs  than  cne. 

Let  iuci:  admire  each  gr.-a:  or  fpeclous  name, 
For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them's  the  lame. 
"  Right!"  Yes,  a  thoulxnd  time 
That  Hor.:_  xn-Jerof.i. 

Defpite  them  civilly  wita  ai'. 
But  to  convince  them  is  a  celp'. 
Why  flioul-.l  you  teaie  or.e  tcr  \vhat  .ccret  caule 
One  dotes  on  Horace,  or  on  1 1 
'Tis  cruel  Sir,  "ria  r.eealefs,  to  euJeavour 
To  teach  a  lot  of  Taite — he  kno  A-S  no  flavour.  .-> 

To  difunite  I  nei.her  wifh  nor  hoj:e 
A  ftubbora  blockhead  from  his  fav'rite  fop  : 
Yes — fop  I  fry,  wereMaro's  felt  before  "em, 
For  Maro's  fcU  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o'er  him. 

But  hear  their  raptures  o'er  ibme  ipccious  rhyme    gd 
Dubb'd  by  the  mufk'd  and  greafy  mob  Ibblime  5 
For  ipLen  s  uer.r  lake  hear  how  a  coxcomb  prates, 
As  clamVous  o'er  his  joys  as  fifty  cats  : 
"  Mu:ic  his  charms  to  iboth  aiavage  bre^ 
««  To  foften  recks  and  oaks/' — and  ail  th.  icft : 
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"  I've   heard"— -Biers   thefe  long   ears !— •"    Heav'ns 

*'  what  a  fhain  ! 

"  Good  God  !  what  thunders  burft  in  this  Campaign! 
"  Hark,  Waller  warbles!  Ah!  how  fweetly  killing  ! 
"  Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling  !  104. 

<f  Rowe  breathes  all  Shakef'peare  here  ! — That  ode  ^ 
*'  Is  Spenier  quite!  egad  his  very  fire  ! —  [PriOT 

"  As  like" — Yes,  faith  !  as  gumflow'rs  to  the  role, 
Or  as  to  claret  flat  Minorca's  dofe  ; 
As  like  as  (if  I  am  not  groflly  wrong) 
Erie  Robert's  Mice  to  aught  e'er  Chaucer  fung.       no 

Read  boldly,  and  unprejudiced  perufe 
Each  fav'rite  modern,  e'en  each  ancient  Mufe. 
With  all  the  comic  fait  and  tragic  rage 
The  great  (tupendous  genius  of  our  Rage, 
Boaft  of  our  ifland,  pride  of  humankind,  115 

Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  are  not  blind  j 
His  frailties  are  to  ev'ry  goffip  known, 
Yet  Milton's  pedantries  not  mock  the  Town. 
Ne'er  be  the  dupe  of  names  however  high, 
lor  fome  outlive  good  parts,  foine  mifapply.  120 

Each  elegant  Spectator  you  admire,     • 
But  mult  you  therefore  Jjwear  by  Gate's  fire  ? 
Mafks  for  the  court,  and  oft'  a  clumfy  jeft, 
Dii'gi  ac'd  the  Mufe  that  wrought  the  Alchemift. 
«f  But  to  the  Ancients.'' — Faith  !  I  am  not  clear,  115 
For  all  the  fmooth  round  type  of  Elzevir, 
That  ev'ry  work  which  lafts  in  profe  or  fong 
Two  thoufand  years  deferves  to  laft  fo  long  : 
For  not  to  mention  fome  eternal  blades 
Known  only  now  in  academic  fliades,  1 30 

(Thole  facred  groves  where  raptur'd  fpirits  ftray, 
And  in  word-hunting  wafte  the  livelong  day) 
Ancients  whom  no  e  but  curious  critics  lean, 
Do  read  Meflah's  *  praifes  if  you  can. 
Ah  !  who  but  feels  the  fweet  contagious  frmrt         135 
While  loft  Tibullus  pours  his  tender  heart  ? 

*  A  poem  of  Tibullus  in  hexameter  verfej  as  yawning    aid  infipid   as  hi« 
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With  him  fhe  'Loves  and  Mufes  melt  in  tears, 

But  not  a  word  of  Tome  hexameters. 

"  You  grow  lo  fqueamifhand  i'o  ciev'lifh  dry 

"  You1!!  call  Lucretius  vapid  next."  Not  I  :  140 

Some  find  him  tedious,  ethers  think  him  lame, 

But  if  he  lags  his  fubjeft  is  to  blame, 

Wouoh  weary  roads  thro'  barren  wilds  he  try'd, 

Yet  itill  he  marches  with  true  Roman  pride  ; 

Sometimes  a  meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright,  145 

He  ftreams  athwart  the  philofophic  night. 

Find  you  in  Horace  no  infipid  odes  ? — 

HedarM  to  tell  us  Homer  fometimes  nods  j 

And  but  for  fuch  a  critic's  hardy  (kill 

Homer  migjit  flumber  unfufpe&ed  (till.  150 

Ta'ftelefs,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame, 
At  fecond-hand  we. chiefly  praife  or  blame  : 
Hence  it  is,  forelleone  knows  not  why  nor  how, 
Some  authors  flourifh  for  a  year  or  two, 
For  many  ibme  ;  more  wondrous  itill  to  tell  155 

Farquhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink,  of" hell: 
Of  (olid  merit  others  pine  unknown  j 
At  fir(t  tho'  Carlos  *  fwimmingly  went  down 
Poor  Belvidera  fcii'd  to  mt It  the  town  : 
Sunk  in  dead  night  the  giant  Milton  lay  160 

Till  Somer's  hand  produced  him  to  the  day  ; 
But  thanks  to  Heav'n  and  Addifon's  good  grace 
Now  ev'ry  fop  is  charm 'd  with  Chevy  Chafe. 

Specious  and  fage  the  fov'reign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave  worn  rock         165 
Reluctant  hurl'd,  the  tame  implicit  train 
Or  crop  the  downs  or  headlong  feck  the  main  : 
As  blindly  we  our  folemn  leaders  follow, 
And  good,  and  bad,  and  execrable  (wallow. 

Pray,  on  the  firft  throng'd  ev'ning  of  a  play  i;o 

That  wears  the  fades  Hippocratica-t, 
Strong  lines  of  death,  figns  dire  of  reprobation, 
Have  you  not  feen  the  angel  of  falvation 

*  Don  Carlos,  a  tragedy  of  Otway's,  now  long  andjuftly  fjrgotten,  went  off 
with  great  applauTe,  while  bis  Orphan,  a  fomewhat  better  ptriormaticc,  and 
what  is  yet  mare  ftrauge  his  Venice  Preferved",  according  to  the  theatrical 
anecdotes  of  tho  fa  times,  met  with  a  very  cold  reception. 

f  The  appearance  of  the  facs  in  the  laft  ftage  of  a  cor.fuinption,  as  it  is  def- 
rribed  by  iijppocrates. 
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Appear  fublime,  with  wife  and  folerrin  rap 

To  teach  the  doubtful  rabble  where  to  clap  ?  —          175 

The  rabble  knows  not  where  our  dramas  mine, 

But  where  the  cane  goes  pat  —  "  By  G  —  that's  fine  !" 

Judge  for  yourfelf,  nor  wait  with  timid  phL-gm 
Till  fome  illuftrious  pedant  hum  or  hem.  ij& 

The  lords  who  ftarvM  Old  Ben  were  learn'dly  fond 
Of  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  corned  : 
Their  Tons'  whole  cars  bold  Milton  could  not  ieize, 
Would  laugh  o'er  Ben  like  mad,  and  ihufr  and  iheeze, 
And  ('wear,  and  feem  as  tickled  as  you  pleaie  ; 
Their  (pawn,  the  pride  of  this  Iliblimer  age,  185 

Feel  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Milton's  rnge, 
Tho'  liv'd  he  now  he  might  appeal  with  icorn 
To  lords,  kniglrs,  'I'cuirrs,  an!  doctors,  yet  unborn, 
Orjuttly  mad  to  Moloch's  burning  f.»  e 
Pevote  the  choiceft  children  of  his  brain.  190 

Judge  for  yourfelf,  and'as  you  find  report 
Of  wit  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  port. 
Zounds  i  fhall  a  pert  or  bluff  important  wight, 
Wno.'e  brain  is  fanc:lefs,  whole  bio.>.,  is  wiiite, 
A  mumbling  apt-  of  Tafte,  prefcri'ne  us  laws  195 

To  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  caui'e 
Tnan  that  he;  hoafts^r  am.  ten  thousand  clear, 
Yelps  in  the  Houfe,  or  barely  fits  a  peer  ? 
For  fhame!   for  fhame  !  the  l.b'ral  Britifli  foul 
To  ftoop  to  any  (tale  Dictator's  rule  !  zoo 

I  may  be  wrong,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 
But  right  or  wrong  with  friends  with  fot-s't  will  out. 
Thus  'tis  perhaps  my  fault  it  I  complain 
Of  trite  invention  and  a  flimfy  vein, 
Tame  characters,  uninttreitmg,  jejune, 
A-iJ  paflnns  dryly  copy'd  trom  Lc  Brun*  : 
For  I  would  rather  never  judge  than  wrong 
That  frierulofall  men  gen'rous  Fenelon. 

•»  FirtV  painter  to  Lev.-is  XIV.  who,  to  fpeak  in  f.tihionable  Trench  Eupliflu 
Called  himfelf  Li-  lire's  the  i>.;^i  ;ns,  .  ov 

X-c-  were  gracu'utly  pleaiea  to  fit  co  him  in  their  turns  for  their  p^r- 
!>kh  i>c  w.is  ^Li!.r')'.'.2  enough  to  cpmmunicate  10  t!>L-  i;;.Lii. 
ere.u  Ui.jj/ovemcnt  no  i  oul;t  of  hiltory  painting.    It  was  he  who  :hey  faio  pi  i- 
fouej  Leincur,  whc,  without  halt  his  advantages,  in  many  other  relpetts  was 
fo  uiireafouabieand  j-rovoKingas  totiifplay  a  Keuips  with  which  liUown 
:.i-  <iur,:it  iiilVi 


ftand  no  comparilli  i.  It  '.•/:••:  hi:  ar.d  :.i-  <iur,:it  iiilViple-..  wlio  with  fly  Ic 

;  fttr  aii  tiiefe  achitvemetits    e 
died   in   his   bed  !  K  cat.-..lr..;.!.i    \v!,'u::  cauld  not  havt  >  irn    in  a 
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But  in  the  name  of  goodnefs  !  muft  I  be 
The  dupe  of  charms  I  never  yet  could  fee?  210 

And  then  to  flatter  where  there's  no  reward- 
Better  be  any  patron-hunting  bard, 
Who  half  our  lords  with  filthy  praiie  befmears, 
And  (ing  an  anthem  to  all  mimrlers, 
Tafte  th'  Attic  fait  in  ev'ty  peer's  poor  rebus,          415 
And  crown  each  Gothic  idol  for  a  Phoebus. 

Alas  !  fo  far  from  free,  fo  far  from  brave, 
We  dare  not  {hew  the  little  tafte  we  have. 
With  us  yoifil  fee  ev'n  vanity  control 
The  mod  refin'd  fenfatious  of  the  foul.  220 

Sad  Otway's  icenes,  great  Shakefpeare's  we  defy  : 
*'  Lard,  Madam!  it  is  fo  unpolite  to  cry  ! — 
"  For  fhaine,  my  Dear  !  d'ye  credit  all  this  fluff?— 
*  *  I  vow— Well  rtiis  is  innocent  enough  ?" 
At  Athens  long  ago  the  ladies — (marry'd)  225 

Dreamt  not  they  mifbehav'd  tho'  they  mifcarry'd 
When  a  wild  poet  with  licentious  rage 
Turn'd  fifty  Furies  loofe  upon  the  ftage. 

They  were  fo  tender  and  fo  ealy  m~v'd, 
Heav'ns  !  how  the  Grecian  ladies  muft  have  lov'd  1 
For  all  the  fine  fenfaticns  ftill  have  dwelt  231 

Perhaps  where  one  was  exquifiifly  felt : 
Thus  he  who  heav'nly  Maro  truly  feels 
Stands  fix'd  on  Raphael,  and  at  Handel  thrills. 
The  grofc-r  fcnies  too,  the  talie,  the  lir.ell,  235 

Are  hke'.y  trueit  where  the  fine  prevail : 
Who  doubts  that  Horace  mult  have  cater1  d  well  ? 
Friend,  I'm  a  fiirewd  obierver,  and  will  gucfs 
What  bocks  you  dote  on  iroin  your  fav'rite  mefs. 
Brown  and  L'Etlrange  will  lurely  charm  whome'cr 
The  frothy  pertnefs  iti  ikes  of  weak  fmall  bter.  241 

Who  fteeps  the  calf's  fat  loin  in  greafy  fauce 
Will  hardly  loathe  the  praiie  that  bafles  an  afs  ; 
Wlio  riots  on  Scotch  collops  fcorns  not  any 
Infipid,  fuliome,  tralny,  mifcellariy  ;  245 

And  who  devours  waatYr  the  cook  can  difh  up 
Will  for  a  claiTic  confecrate  each  bii'hop  * 

Kut  I  am  fick  of  pen  and  ink,  and  you 
Will  find  this  Letter  long  enough.  Adieu.  249 

*  See  Felton's  Ci<ufics« 
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Sctierttfr.r.ent  to  tTje 

THE  following  Imitation  ofSbakefpcare,  was  one  of  our 
Author*  s  firft  attempts  in  Poetry,  made  when  be  was  very 
young:  it  helped  to  amufe  the  filitude  of  a  winter  paft  in  a 
wiid  romantic  country  i  and  --what  is  rather  particular ', 
was  jiiji  jhnifncd  -when  Mr.  Tbomfo/i"  s  celebrated  Poem 
rj>sn  the  fame  ftbjcfi  appeared.  Mr.  Thomfon  foon  hear 
ing  of  it,  bad  the  curicjify  to  procure  a  copy  by  the  means  of 
a  common  acquaintance.  Hejhewed  it  to  bis  poetical  friends 
fllr.  Mallei,  Mr.  Aaron  Hill,  and  Dr.  Toting,  who  it 
fcems  did  great  honor  to  it,  and  the  firft  mentioned  gentle- 
Man  wrote  to  one  of  bis  friends  at  Edinburgh,  defiring  that 
Author]  shave  to  publijJ)  it ,  a  requcji  too  flattering  to  youth - 
jid  vanity  to  be  rcfijlcd:  but  Mr.  Mallet  altered  bis  mind, 
and  this  ii'.tle  piece  bus  hitherto  remained unpublifned* 

The  other  imitations  of  Sbakefpeare  happened  to  have 
b.-a-favcd  cut  of  the  ruins  of  an  unfinijbed  tragedy  on  the 
Jjory  oj'Tcrcus  and  Philomela,  attempted  upon  an  irregular 
•and  extravagant  plan,  at  an  rge.  ir.uch  too  early  for  fuch 
achievements  :  however  they  are  Lrc  exhibited  for  tbe 
jft  ..  cffucbguefis  as  ??:ny  like  ,.  :  of  fcraps. 


IMITATIONS 

OF  'SHAKESPEARE. 

XTOW  Summer  with  her  wanton  court  is  gone 

To  revel  on  the  fouth  flue  of  the  world, 
And  flaunt  and  frolic  out  the :  livelong  day; 
While  Winter  rifmg  pale  from  northern  feas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  locks  the  drizzling  rheum  :  5 

A  hlaft  ib  fhrewd  makes  the  tall-body'd  pines 
Unfinew'd  bend,  and  heavy  paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  lavige  tenements. 

Now  blows  the  furly  north,  and  chills  throughout 
The  ft ifFning  regions,  while  by  ftronger  charms         10 
Than  Circe  e'er  or  fell  Medea  brew'd, 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  banks 
J-ies  all  beftill'd  and  wedg'd  betwixt  its  banks, 
Nor  moves  the  wither'd  reeds  ;  and  the  rafh  flood 
That  from  the  mountains  held  its  head  wrong  courfe, 
Bury'd  in  livid  meets  of  vaulting  ice,  16 

Seen  thro'  the  (hameful  breacb.es,  idly  creeps 
To  pay  a  fcanty  tribute  to  the  ocean. 
What  wonder  ?  when  the  floating  wikleinefs 
That  fcorns  cur  miles,  and  calls  geography  20 

A  Iliallow  pryer,  from  whofe  xmfteady  mirror 
The  high-hung  pole  furveys  his  dancing  locks, 
When  this  flill-  raving  deep  lies  mute  and  dead, 
Nor  heaves  its  fwelling  boiom  to  the  winds. 
The  {"urges  baited  by  the  fierce  north-call,  45 

Tofiing  with  fretful  fpleen  their  angry  heads 
To  roar  and  rufli  together. 
E'en  in  the  foam  of  all  their  madnefs  ftruck 
To  monumental  ice  ftand  all  attride 
The  rocks  tliey  waih'd  ib  late.     Such  execution,          30 
So  (tern,  io  fudden, 'wrought  the  grifly  alpcft 
Of  terrible  Meduia  ere  young  Perieus 
With  his  keen  fabre  erupt  her  horrid  head, 
And  hid  htr  ferpents  rolling  in  theduit, 
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When  wand'ring  thro'  the  woods  fhefrown'd  to  ftone 

Their  favage  lenants  j  jurt  as  the  foaming  lion  36 

Sprung  furious  on  his  prey  her  fpeedier  pow'r 

Out  run  his  hafte :  no  time  to  languish  in, 

But  fix'd  in  that  fierce  attitude  he  ttands 

Like  Rage  in  marble. — Now  portly  Argofies  40 

Lie  wedgd  'twixt  Neptune's  ribs.    The  bridg'd  abyfm 

Has  chang'd  our  fhips  tohorfes  ;  the  fwiftbark 

Yields  to  the  heavy  waggon  and  the  cart, 

That  now  ironi  ifle  to  ifle  maintain  the  trade, 

And  where  the  furface- hunting  dolphin  led  45 

Her  fporting  young  is  now  an  area  fit 

For  the  wild  fchool  boy's  paftime. 

Mean-time  the  ev'ning  ikies,  crufted  with  ice, 
Shifting  from  red  to  black  their  weighty  fkirts, 
Hang  mournful  o'er  the  hills,  and  dealing  night  50 

Hides  the  bleak  puffing  winds,  that  leem  to  fpit 
Their  foam  fparie  thro'  the  welkin,  which  is  nothing 
If  not  beheld.     Anon  the  burden'd  heav'n 
Shakes  from  its  ample  fieve  the  boulted  fnow, 
That  fluttering  down  befprinkles  the  fad  trees  55 

In  mockery  of  leaves,  piles  up  the  hills 
To  monitions  attitude,  and  chokes  to  the  lips 
The  deep  impervious  vales  that  yawn  as  low 
As  to  the  centre,  Nature's  vafty  breaches, 
While  all  the  pride  of  men  and  mortal  things  60 

Lies  whelm'd  in  heav'n's  white  ruins. — 

The  fhiv'ring  clown  digs  hisobftrufted  way 
Thro'  the  fnow-barricad'd  cottage  door, 
And  muffled  in  his  home-fpun  plaid  encounters 
Wit!)  livid  cheeks  and  rheum -diftiliing  nofe  65 

The  morning's  fharp  and  fcouring  breath  to  count 
His  ilarving  flock,  whofe  number  is  all  too  fhort 
To  make  the  goodly  fum  of  yefter-night  j 
Part  deep  ingurgitated,  part  yet  ftruggling, 
V/ir h  (heir  laft  pantings  melt  themfelves  a  grave         70 
In  Winter's  hofbm,  which  yields  not  to  the  touch 
Of  the  pale  languid  crefcentof  this  world, 
That  now  with  lean  and  churlifh  hufbandry 
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Yields  heartleflly  the  remnants  of  his  prime, 
And  like  moll  fpendthrifts  ftarves  his  latter  days  75 

For  former  fanknefs.     He  with  bleary  eye 
Blazons  his  own  difgrace,  the  harnefs'd  wafte 
Rebellions  to  his  blunt  defeated  fhafts, 
And  i.ily  fir  ikes  the  chalky  mountains'  tops 
That  rile  to  kii's  the  welkin's  rudely  lips,  80 

Where  all  the  rafli  young  bullies  of  the  air 
Mount  their  quick  (lender  penetrating  wings, 
Whipping  the  iroil  burnt  Villagers  to  the  bones, 
And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furious, 
Till  iwoln  to  tempers  they  outrage  the  thunder,  83 

Winnow  the  chaffy  jfnow,  and  mock  the  fkies 
E'en  with  their  own  artillery  retorted. 
Tear  up  and  throw  th' accumulated  hills 
Into  the  vallies  :   and  as  rude  hurricanes 
Difcharged  from  the  win  i-fwcln  cheeks  of  heav'n 
Buoy  up  the  Iw.iling  (kins  of  Araby's  91 

Inhofpitable  wilds, 

And  roll  the  du'Jty  deftrt  thro1  the  fides, 
Choking  i  lie  liberal  air,  and  fmoth'cing 
Whole  caravans  at  once,  fuchhavock  fp reads  95 

This  war  of  heaVn  and  earth,  fuch  fuaden  ruin 
Viiits  their  houfel'efs  citizens,  thru  (brink 
Li  the  fal:e  fhelfer  of  the  h'.lls  together, 
And  hear  the  r«:tnoe'.r  howling  o'er  rhe-.r  heads 
That  by  ad  by  o'er.vhelm  r'nem.    The  very  birds,   100 
Thofe  few  that  troop 'd  not  with  the  chiming  tribe 
Ofam'rous  Summer,  quit  their  i-ufiian  element, 
And  with  dom-jitic  tam-jri'.-''^  hop  and  flutter 
Wi'thin  the  roofs  of  periecuting  man, 
(Grown  hofokrible  by  like  scnfe  of  fufF'rance)  105 

Whither  the  hinds,  the  debt  of  she  day  difc'narg'd, 
From  kiln  or  barn  repairing,  fhut  the  door 
On  i'urly  Winter,  crowd  the  clean -fwept  henrth 
And  cheerful  fliining  fire,  and  doffthe  time, 
The  whilft  the  maids  their  twirling  ipindles  ply          no 
With  mufty  legends  and  ear-[>aLhmg  tales 
Of  giants  and  black  necromantic  bards, 
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Of  air -built  caftles,  feats  of  mad-cap  knights, 

And  ev'ry  hollow  fiction  of  romance, 

And  as  their  rambling  humour  leads  them  talk         115 

Of  prodigies  and  things  of  dreadful  utt' ranee 

That  let  them  all  agape,  roufe  up  their  hair, 

And  make  the  idiot  drops  ftart  from  their  eyes  ; 

Of  church  yards  belching  flames  at  dead  of  night, 

Of  walking  ftatues,  ghofts  unaffable  izo 

Hunting  the  dark  wafte  tow'r  of  airlefs  dungeon, 

Then  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  green, 

Drinking  the  fummer's  moon -light  from  the  flow'rs, 

And  all  the  toys  that  Phantafy  pranks  up 

T'  anuiie  her  fools  withal. — Thus  they  lafli  on         125 

The  Ihail-pacM  Hyperborean  nights  till  heav'n 

Hangs  with  a  jufter  poize,  when  the  murk  clouds 

RolTd  up  in  heavy  wreaths  low  bellying  ieem 

To  kifs  the  ground,  and  all  the  wafte  of  fnow  dropfy 

Looks  blue  beneath  'em,  till  plump'd  with  bloating  z?o 

Beyond  the  bounds  and  itretch  of  continence 

They  burft  at  once  ;  down  pours  the  hoarded  rain, 

Wafhing  the  flippVy  winter  from  the  hills, 

And  floating  all  the  vallies.     The  fading  fcene 

Melts  like  a  loft  enchantment  or  vain  phantaim  135 

That  can  no  more  abufe  j  Nature  relumes 

Her  old  fubltantial  fhape,  while  from  the  wafte 

Or'undiltinguifhing  calamity 

Forcits,  and  by  their  fides,  wide  fkirted  plains, 

Houfcs  and  trees,  arife,  and  waters  flow,  140 

That  from  their  dark  confinements  buiiting,  fpurn 

Tiicir  brittle  chains,  huge  fheets  of  loofen'd-ice 

Float  on  their  bcfoms  to  the  deep,  and  jar 

And  clatter  as  they  pals;  th*  o'er  jutting  banks, 

Asians:  unpiaclis'd  to  ib  fteep  a  view,  145 

Seem  to  look  dizzy  on  the  moving  pomp. 

Now  ev'ry  petty  brook  that  craw  Id  along 
Railing  its  pebbles   mocks  the  river's  rage 
Lik'.  the  proud  frog  i'  the  fable.     The  huge  Danube, 
\Viv.k  meltir.g  mountains  rufh  into  its  tide,  150 

Rolls  with  fuel;  heaciurong  and  unreined  courfe 
As  it  would  choke  the  Euxine's  gulfy  maw, 
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Burfting  his  cryftal  cerements.     The  breathing  time 

Of  peace  expir'd  that  hufn'd  th'edeaf'ning  fcenes 

Of  clam'rous  indignation,  ruffian  War  155 

Rebels,  and  Nature  ftands  at  odds  again  : 

\Vhen  the  rous'd  Furies  of  the  fighting  winds 

Torment  the  main,  that  fwells  its  angry  fides 

And  churns  the  foam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws, 

While  thro'  the  favage  dungeon  of  the  night  160 

The  horrid  thunder  growls  :   th'  ambitious  waves 

Afiault  the  fkies,  and  from  the  burfting  clouds 

Drir;k  the  glib  lightning,  as  if  the  feas 

Would  quench  the  .ever- burning  fires  of  heav'n  ; 

Strait  from  their  flipp'ry  pomp  they  madly  plunge     165 

And  kifs  tlae  loweft  pebbles.     V/rctched  they 

That  'midft  fuch  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 

Guide  a  frail  veflel  !  better  ice-bound  ftill, 

Than  mock'd  with  liberty  thus  be  refign'd 

To  the  rough  fortune  of  the  fro  ward  time,  1 70 

When  navigation  all  a- tiptoe  ftands 

On  fuch  unfteady  footing.*   Now  they  mount 

On  the  tall  billow's  top,  and  feem  to  jowl 

Againft  the  ftars,  whence  (dreadful  eminence  !) 

They  fee  with  fwimming  eyes  (enough  to  hurry  round 

In  entilefs  vertigo  the  dizzy  brain)  176 

A  gulf  that  fwallo-vs  vifion  with  wide  mouth 

Steep -yawning  to  receive  them  ;  down  they  duck 

To  the  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 

The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  hell ;  180 

Thence  tofs'd  to  light  again,  tli  borne  adrift 

Ag'.init  fome  icy  mountain's  bulging  files 

They  reel,  and  are  no  more.— Nor  lefs  by  land 

Ravage  the  winds  that  in  their  wayward  rage 

Howl  thro'  (he  wide  unhofpitabie  glerts,  185 

That  rock  the  ftable  planted  tow'rs,  and  fliake 

The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  time 

Down  to  their  flinty  bafes,  that  engage 

As  they  would  tear' the  mountains  from  their  roots, 

And  brufh  the  high  heav'ns  with  their  woody  heads,  150 

Making;  the  ftout  0:1  ks  bow. — But  I  forget 

That  ipriglitly  Ver  trips  on  ola  Winter's  heel. 
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Ceafe  we  thefe  notes,  too  tragic  for  the  time, 

Nor  jar  apainit  great  Nature's  fym  phony, 

When  ev'n  the  bluftYous  elements  grow  tuneful          195 

Or  hiten  to  i  he  concert.     Hark  !  how  loud 

The  cuckoo  wakes  the  folitary  wood  ! 

Soft  fighs  the  winds  as  o'er  the  grtens  they  flrav, 

And  munn'ring  brooks  within  tlieir  channels  piay. 

PROGNE's  DREAM. 

Darkly  exprejfii'e  of  ferns  pafl  Events  that  were  focn  to 
be  revealed  to  her. 

LAST  night  I  dream'd, 

(  Whate'er  it  may  forbade  it  moves  me  ftrangely) 

That  I  was  rapt  into  the  raving  ck-cp  : 

An  old  and  rev'iend  fire  conduced  me; 

He  phing'd  into  the  holbm  of  the  main,  5 

Aiv.i  bail  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him.  „ 

I  tollow\i  ;  with  impetuous  fpeed  we  div'd, 

And  heird  the  daflmig  thunder  o'er  our  heads. 

Many  a  flip   'ry  fathom  down  we  funk, 

Beneath  all  plummets'  found,  and  rer,c!Td  the  bottom.  10 

When  there  I  sfkM  my  venerable  guide 

If  he-could  tell  nur  where  my  filter  was  ? 

He  told  me  that  (lie  lay  not  far  from  thence, 

Within  the  bofom  of  a  flinty  rock, 

Where'Neptune  kept  h<  r  for  his  paramour  1 5 

Hid  from  the  jealous  Amphitrite's  fivhr, 

And  laid  he  could  conduit  me  to  the  place. 

I  begg'd  he  wou'd.     Thro'  dreadful  ways  we  pafs'd, 

'Twixt  rocks  that  frightfully  lower'd  on  either  fide, 

Whence  here  and  there  the  branching  coral  Inning,       20 

O'tr  dead  men's  bones  we  walk'd,  o'er  heaps  of  gold  and 

Into  a  hideous  kind  of  wildernefs,  [gems, 

Where  ftood  a  item  and  prifon  looking  rock, 

Daub'd  with  a  mo  fly  verdure  all  around, 

The  mockery  of  paint.     As  we  drew  near  25 

Out  fprung  a  hydra  from  a  den  below, 
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A  fpeckled  Fury  ;  fearfully  it  hiis'cl, 

And  rollM  its  lea- green  eyes  fo  angrily 

As  it  wou'd  kill  with  looking.     My  old  guide 

Againft  its  (harp  head  hurl'd  a  rugged  ftone —  33 

The  curling  monfter  rais'd  a  brazen  ihriek, 

Wallow'd,  and  dy'd  in  fitful  agonies. 

We  gain'd  the  cave.     Thro'  woven  adamant 

I. looked,  and  faw  my  fitter  all  alone  : 

Employ 'd  me  feem'd  in  writing  fomething  fad,  35 

So  fad  /he  look'd.     Her  cheek  was  wond'rous  wan  j 

Her  mournful  locks  like  weary  ledges  hung. 

I  call'd — (he  turning  ftarted  when  me  faw  me, 

And  threw  her  head  afide  as  if  afham'd. 

She  wept,  but  would  not  fpeak — I  call'd  again  :          40 

Still  me  was  mute — Then  madly  I  addrefi, 

With  all  the  lion-fmews  of  defpair, 

To  break  the  flinty  ribs  that  hela  me  our, 

And  with  the  ftruggling  wak'd. — 
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A  STORM. 

Raifed  to  account  for  the  late  return  of  a  Monger. 

— • THE  fun  went  down  in  wrath, 

The  fkies  foam'd  bral's,  and  loon  th'  unchained  winds 

Burft  from  the  howling  dungeon  or'  the  north, 

And  rais'd  inch  high  delirium  on  themain, 

Such  angry  clamour,  while  fuch  boiling  waves  5 

FlafliM  on  the  peevifh  eye  of  moody  night, 

It  look'd  as  it"  the  leas  would  1'cald  the  heay'ns  : 

Still  louder  chid  the  winds,  th'  enchafcd  furge 

Still  anfwerM  louder,  and  when  the  fickly  Morn 

Peep'd  ruefully  thro'  the  bloated  thick  brow'd  eaft 

To  view  the  lu'mous  havoc  of  the  dark  1 1 

The  ftately  tow'rs  of  Athens  feemM  to  ftand 

On  hollow  foam  t.ide-whipt  :  the  fliips  that  lay 

Scorning  the  blaft  within  the  marble  arms 

Of  the  lea-chid  Portumnus  danc'd  like  corks  15 

Upon  th'  enraged  deep,  kicking  each  other, 

Anil  fome  were  dafh'd  to  fragments  in  this  fray 

Againft  the  harbour's  rocky  cheft  :   the  lea 

So  roar'd,  fo  madly  rag'd,  Ib  proudly  I'well'd, 

As  it  would  thunder  full  into  the  ftreets,  20 

And  ftetpthe  tall  Cecropian  battlements 

In  foaming  brine:    the  airy  citadel, 

Perch'd  like  an  eagle  on  a  high- brow 'd  rock, 

Shook  the  fait  water  from  its  ftubbcrn  fides 

With  eager  quaking  :  the  Cyclades  appear fd  15 

Like  ducking  connorants.— Such  a  munity 

Outclamor'd  all  tradition,  and  gain'd  belief 

To  ranting  prodigies  of  htretofore. 

Sev'ndays  it  llorm'd,  &c.  29 
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AN  IMITATION 

OF    SPENSER, 

Written  at  Mr.   Tbomfon's  defire*  to  be  infsrled  ifil9 
The  Caftle  of  Indolence. 


many  a  fiend  did  haunt  this  houfe  of  reft, 
And  made  of  paffive  wights  an  eafy  pivy. 
Here  lethargy,  with  deadly  fleep  opprell, 
Stretched  on  his  back  a  mighty  lubbard  Jay, 
Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day  : 
To  ftir  him  from  his  trance  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half-bpeft'd  eyne  he  fhut  ftraightway  : 
He  ltd  I  ween  the  fofteft  way  to  death, 
And  taught  withouten  pain  or  ftrife  to  yield  the  breath. 

II. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound,  10 

Soft-fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropfie  j 

Unwieldy  man  !  with  belly  moriftrous  round, 

For  ever  fed  with  watery  iupply, 

For  (till  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftill  was  dry. 

And  here  a  moping  myftery  did  fit, 

Mother  of  Spleen,  in  ropes  of  various  dye  ; 

She  cali'd  herielf  the  Hypochondriac  Fit, 

And  frantick  ieem'd  to  lome,  to  others  ieem'd  a  wit. 

III. 

A  lady  was  (he  whimfical  ancf  proud, 

Yet  oft'  thro'  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen  low  j 

She  felt  or  fancy'd  in  her  fluttering  mood 

All  the  difeafes  that  the  fpitals  know, 

And  fought  all  phyfic  that  the  (hops  beftow, 

And  (till  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try: 

'Twas  hard  to  hit  her  humour  high  or  low,  25 

For  fometimes  fhe  would  laugh,  and  fometimes  cry, 

Sometimes  would  waxen  wroth,  and  ail  (he  knew  not  why. 
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IV. 

Faft  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  virgin  pin'd 

\Vith  aking  head  and  fqueamiih  heart  burnings  ; 

Fnk*,  bloated,  cold,  ihe  leem'd  to  hate  mankind,          30 

But  lov'd  in  itcret  all  tbi  bidden  things. 

And  here  the  Tertian  (hock  his  chilling  wings  ; 

Am'  Here  the  Gout,  half  tiger,  halt  a  lhakc, 

Kag'd  with  an  hundred  teeth,  an  hundied  (tings. 

Tlitk-  and  a  thouland  Furies  more  did  fhake  35 

1'l.CiC  weary  realms,  and  kept  cafe-loving  men  awake. 
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Thy  heart,  O  LYTTLETON  !  (hall  be  my  guide, 
Its  fire  mall  warm  me,  and  it>s  worth  improve  J 
Thy  hear:,  Above  all  envy  and  all  pride, 
Firm  as  man's  fenfe,  and  foft  as  woman's  love, 

Hammond. 

Thefe  are  the  facred  feelings  of  thy  heart, 
Thy  heart,  inform'd  by  Reafon's  purer  r«iy, 

O  LYTTLETON,  the  friend  ! 

Oft,  condufted  by  hiftoric  truth. 

You  tread  the  long  extent  of  backward  time, 

Planning  <vith  warm  benevolence  of  mind 

And  honeft  zeal  umvarp'd  by  party  rage 

Britannia's  weal,  how  from  the  veaal  gulph 

Tor  ;ife  her  virtue  and  her  arts  revive; 

Or  turning  thence  thy  view,thefe  graver  thoughts 

The  Mufes  charm,  while  with  fure  talte  refin'd 

You  draw  th'  infpiring  breath  of  ancient  fong 

Till  nobly  rifcs  emulous  thy  own. 

•rkojnfin'>f  Summer. 
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LIFE  OF  LTTTLETON. 

jp  EORGE  LYTTLETON,  afterwards  Lord  Lyttleton,  the 
VT  eldeft  ion  of  Sir  Thomas  Lyttleton,  Bart,  of  Hagley,  in 
VVoi  c.  ftcrfhire,  was  born  in  1709.  His  mother,  Chnftian. 
Temple,  was  lifter  of  Sir  Richard  Temple,  Bart,  ot  Stowe,  ia 
Buckinghamihire,  afterwards  Lord  Vifcouut  Cobham.  He  had 
-fix  brothers  and  as  many  lifters. 

?  He  was  in  tated  in  clafik  tl  learning  at  Eton  fchool,  where  he 
attained  to  ib  great  a  degree  of  eminence,  that  his  exevcifes 
Were  recommended  by  the  matters  as  models  to  the  fcholars  ia 
the  f  ime  clafs.  He  acquired  much  reputation  alfofrom  his  po 
etic  ii  compoiirions,  wnich  were  highly  efteemed  for  their  cor- 
rettnefs  and  elegance.  His  Soliloquy  on  a  Beauty  in  the  Country 
and  his  verlesc«  Good  Humour  were  written  at  fchool. 

From  Eron  he  went  to  Chrift-Church,  Oxford,  where  he 
retained  the  reputation  for  fuperior  talents  he  had  acquired  at 
Eton,  and  difpiayed  his  abilities  to  the  public  in  a  poem  on 
Blenheim,  written  in  1727. 

He  did  not  ftay  long  at  Oxford  j  for  in  1728  he  began  his 
travels,  and  viiited  France  and  Italy,  but  relided  lome  time  at 
Luneville,  in  Lorraine,  as  appears  by  his  letters  to  his  father, 
in  \\liich  he  defcribes  the  places  he  vifited,  and  relates  fome  ot* 
the  principal  incidents  of  his  journey.  In  one  of  his  letters  he 
exprerTts  his  difiatisfaction  at  the  thought  of  returning  to  Lune 
ville,  t>  the  following  import :  *'  Luneville  was  my  fchool  of 
breeding,  and  I  was  there  more  unavoidably  iubject  to  the  in 
fluence  of  bad  example,  as  t\\e. politejjj'e  pradliled  in  that  place  is 
fuller  of  ceremony  than  elfewriere,  and  in  many  inftances  pe 
culiar  to  itfelf.  This  is  the  firft  and  ftrongeft  reafon  why  I 
defpair  of  being  happy  in  Lorraine.  1  am  not  only  averfe  to, 
but  have  orten  expieiVed  my  contempt  for,  the  fopperies  and 
ridiculous  cuftoms  which  are  fo  prevalent  in  this  feat  of  luxury 
and  ciiflipation."  It  is  impofiible  to  perufe  his  letters  to  his  fa 
ther  without  being  charmed  with  the  manly  and  virtuous  fen- 
timents  which  he  difcovers,  his  ftrong  averfion  to  vice  and 
folly,  and  particularly  with  tl:e  unaftcdtcd  ardour  of  filial  affec 
tion  which  runs  through  the  whole. 

At  Pans  he  employed  much  of  his  time  in  the  cultivation  of 
his  poetkal  talents,  and  wrote  a  very  manly  and  correct  epiftle 
to  Dr.  Ayfcough,  a  divine  of  great  learning  and  probity,  who 
had  been  nia  tutor  at  Oxford,  afterwards  became  his  relation, 
and  was  appointed  tutor  to  the  young  princes,  and  promoted  to 
the  deanery  of  Briftol.  During  his  ablence  he  wrote  a  poetical 
cpiftle  to  Pope,  from  Rome,  and  when  he  came  back  to  Eng 
land,  in  1730,  he  addrelled  an  tpiftle  to  Lord  Hervey,  from 
Hagley,  in  Worceftcrlhire.  Soon  after  his  return  he  obtained 
aieat  in  parliament,  tor  Oakhampton,  in  Devonihire,  and  ioorj 
A  * 
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dtftinguifhed  himfelf"  amongft  the  moft  ftrenuous  oppofers  of  Sir 
Robert  Walpole,  though  his   father  enjoyed  a  lucrative  em-  ^ 
ployment  under  government,  and  was  of  courfe  pledged  to  vote  j 
with  the  court;     He  foon  became  popular  for  his  parliamentary  \ 
abilities,  infomuch  that  for  feveral  years  the  name  of  George  I 
Lytrleton  wasfecn  in  every  account  of  every  debate  in  the  Houlc'S 
of  Commons.     He  oppofed  the  (landing  army  5  heoppoied  the  ' 
excife  ;  he  fupported  the  motion  for  petitioning  the  king  tore- 
move  Walpole  ;  and  was,  upon  all  occafiors,  an  able  coadjutor 
with  Pulei.ey,  Pitt,  &c.  in  every  meafure  of  oppofition.     In 
fa£t,  his  zeal  was  confidered  by  the  courtiers,  not  only  as  vio 
lent,  but  as  acrimonious  and  malignant  j   and  when  Walpole, 
as  Dr.  JohnfonexprefTes  it,  was  at  laft  hunted  from  his  places, 
every  effort  was  made  by  his  friends,  and  many  friends  he  had, 
to  exclude  Lyttleton  from  the  fecr<  t  committee. 

The  violence  of  his  oppofition  to  the  adminiftration  of  Wal 
pole  has  fubje&ed  him  to  the  imputation  of  ingratitude  ;  for  it 
appears  Sfrom  a  letter  to  his  father,  dated  at  Luneville,  that 
Walpole's  recommendation  procured  himthefriendfhipofPrince 
Craon.  His  words  are  thefe :  "  You  will  let  Sir  Robert  Wal 
pole  know  how  much'  I  am  obliged  to  his  letter,  and  do  juftice 
to  Prince  Ciaon,  who  has  exprefled  his  regard  to  it  in  the  ftrong- 
eft  manner,  and  by  a  kindnefs  which  I  cannot  duly  acknowledge. 

In  1735  he  published  his  Perfian  Letters,  in  imitation  of  thofe 
of  Montefquieu,  whom  he  had  known  in  England.  The  cha- 
rafter  of  a  young  man,  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  is  very  vifible  in 
them.  They  have  fomething  of -that  indiftinc~l  and  heaaftrong 
ardour  for  liberty  which  a  man  of  genius  always  catches  when 
he  enters  the  world,  and  always  fuffers  to  cool  as  he  pafles 
forward.  In  the  following  year  he  addrefled  an  elegant  copy  of  • 
verfes  to  his  coufm  Pitt,  on  his  lofing  his  commiHion  in  the 
army  for  his  conduit  in  parliament. 

In  1737  the  Prince  of  Wales,  having  incurred  the  difplea- 
fure  of  his  father,  quitted  St.  James's  Palace,  eftablifhed  a  fe- 
parate  court,  and  received  v.ith  open  arms  the  opponents  of  the    : 
minifter.     Upon  the  resignation  of  Mr.  Pelham,  Mr.  Lyttleton 
was  made  fecrerary  to  the  Prince,  with  the  addition  of  240!. 
annually    to  his  lalary,  as  appears  by  his  letter  to  his  father,   ^ 
dated  from  Clifden,  in  which  he  fays,  "  I  came  here  yefterday 
to  thank  his  Royal  Highnefs  for  having  augmented  my  falary 
240!.  a  year,  by  putting  it  upon  the  fame  footing  with  that  or 
Mr.  Molyneux  under  the  King,  when  he  was  Prince. 

As  he  had  the  confidence  of  the  Prince,  he  pointed  out  to 
himtl  e  expediency  of  pationizing  men  of  literature,  in  order 
to  advance  his  character  and  acqu're  popularity ;  in  confequence 
of  which  Mallet,  at  his  recommendation,  \\asappointed  under- 
f<  cretavy,  with  a  penfion  of  zcol.  and  Thomfon  had  a  penfion 
of"  ic-ol.  a  year.  For  Thcmfon  he  always  retained  the  warmett 
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friend/hip,  and  at  length  procured  him  the  place  of  furveyor 
general  of  the  Leward  Iflands.  Moore,  a  contemporary  writer, 
endeavoured  to  obtain  his  favour  by  an  apologetical  poem,  en 
titled  the  Trial  ofSelim  the  Perfian,  but  this  bard  did  not  fucceed 
in  his  attempt. 

He  now  became  fo  powerful  a  fpeaker  in  the  Houfe  of  Com 
mons,  that  he  was  confideved  as  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  oppofi- 
tion,  and  Pope,  who  was  continually  pointing  his  fatireagainft 
the  miniftry,  took  an  opportunity  of  palling  an  eulogium  upon 
Lyttleton,  amongft  other  eminent  patriots  or"  that  day.  This 
drew  upon  him  the  reproaches  of  the  members  of  admiuittration, 
and  particularly  of  Mr.  Henry  Fox,  who,  in  the  Houfe,  cen- 
lured  with  theutmoftievcrity  his  intimacy  with  a  lampooner  fo 
unjuft  and  licentious  as  Pope.  Lyttleton,  with  manly  ipirit,  re 
torted,  that  he  deemed  it  the  higheft  honour  to  be  admits  d 
into  the  familiarity  of  fogreat  a  genius  and  fo  accomplished  a  poet. 

Having  thus  rendered  himfelf  confpicuous  in  the  great  world, 
he  entered  into  the  married  (rate,  'with  Lucy,  daughter  of 
Hugh  Fortefcue,  Efq.  of  Fiileigh,  in  Devonshire,  with  whom  he 
appears  to  have  lived  in  the  higlieft  degree  of  connubial  felicity. 

At  length,  after  a  long  ftruggle,  Walpole  gave  way,  and 
honours  and  profit  were  of  couvfe  diftributed  amongft  his  oppo 
nents.  Lyctleton,  in  1744,  was  made  one  of  the  Lords  or  the 
Treafury,  and,  as  is  the  common  cafe,  from  that  time  as  warm 
ly  iupported,  as  he  had  rormerly  oppofed,  thefchemesof  the 
rniriiitry. 

Politics,  however,  did  not  wholly  engrofs  his  attention.— 
When  weary  with  faction,  he  uled  very  often  to  vilit  his  cou- 
iin  Weft,  at  Wickt.am,  who  was  a  zealous  advocate  for  the 
caufe  of  Chriftianity.  Dr.  johnlon  fays,  that  Lyttleton  had, 
in  the  pride  of  juvenile  confidence,  with  the  help  of  corrupt 
converfation,  entertained  doubts  concerning  divine  revelation; 
but  h.j  thought  the  time  was  come  when  it  was  no  longer  fit  to 
doubt  or  believe  by  chance,  and  applied  himfelf  ierioully  to  the 
greac  question.  Through  his  converfation  with  Mr.  Weft,  aided 
by  clofe  application  to  irudy  ,his  inveftigation ended  in  conviction. 
He  round  that  religion  was  true  j  and  what  he  had  learned,  he 
endeavoured  to  teach,  for  in  1747  he  produced  his  DiJJ'crtatkn 
on  the  Convcrjion  of  Xt.  Paul,  a  treatife  to  which  infidJity  has 
never  been  able  to  fabricate  a  fpecious  anfwer.  This  booK  his 
father  hail  tne  happinefs  of  feeing,  and  expreifed  his  fatisfadtion 
in  the  following  letter. 

«'  I  have  read  your  religious  treatife  with  infinite  pleafure 
and  fatisfaclion.  The  Ityle  is  fine  and  clear,  the  arguments  clofe, 
cogent,  and  irrefiftiblc.  May  the  King  of  kings,  whofe  glori 
ous  caufe  you  have  fo  well  defended,  reward  your  pious  labours, 
and  grant  that  I  may  be  found  worthy,  through  the  merits  of 
Jefus  £mi$,  co  be  an,  eye-wuneis  of  that  ha£pind's  which  1 49 
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not  doubt  he  will  bountifully  bellow  upon  you.  In  the  mean 
time,  I  fhail  never  ueafe  glorifying  Cod  for  having  endowed  you 
with  luch  ufefnl  talents,  and  giving  me  ib  good  a  fon."  Tha 
pl-eafuire  which  fuch  a  letter  muft  have  given  to  luch  a  ton  is 
in  ex;  rdlible. 

In  th~  beginning  of  this  year  (1747)  his  wife  died  in  child 
bed.  Her  ikkneis  is  feelingly  defcribed  in  his  forty  firft  letter 
to  his  father,  and  he  perpetuated  her  memory  in  a  Monody  that 
will  be  read  while  conjugal  affection  and  a  tafte  for  poetry  exift 
in  this  country.  She  was  buried  at  Over-Arley,  in  Station! - 
{hire,  but  a  very  e'egant  monument  is  erected  to  her  memory  ; 
in  the  chancel  of  the  church  ar  Hagley.  He  did  not,  however, 
condemn  himfclf  to  perpetual  lblituc;e  and  forrow  ;  tor,  after  a 
while,  he  fought  happinefs  again  by  a  k-cond  marriage,  with 
the  daughter  of  Field  Marfhal  Sir  Rcb  rt  Rich.  "  She 
was  an  intimate  and  dear  friend,"  lays  Mr.  Weft,  in  a  letter  to 
Dr.  Doddridgej  June  1749,  "  °^  ^1S  f°rmer  wife,  which  is 
fome  kind  of  proof  of  her  merit :  I  mean  the  goodnefs  of  her 
heart,  for  that  is  the  chief  merit  which  Mr.  Lyttleton  efteems, 
and  I  hop?  {he  will  not  in  this  difappoirt  his  expectations.  In 
all  other  points  ihe  is  well  fuited  to  him,  being  extremely  well 
accomplifhed  in  languages,  mufic,  and  painting  ;  and  very  fen- 
fible  and  well  bred."  Ir  is  faidthe  experiment  was  unfuccefsful. 
Jn  175 1  his  father  died,  when  he  inherited  a  Baronet's  title, 
with  a  confiderable  efrate,  which,  though  perhaps  he  did  not 
augment,  he  was  careful  to  adorn  with  expenfive  buildings  and 
rural  decorations.  Hagley  Park,  the  fcene  of  thefe  Javimop.  - 
rations,  is  frequently  defcribed  as  a  terreftrial  paradife. 

Shenftcne  was  Lyttleton's  neighbour,  friend,  and  rival,  in 
hndfcape-gardening,  and  it  is  laid  that  his  improvements  at 
the  Lealowes,  excited  at  firft  the  contempt  and  afterwards  the 
envy  of  the  inhabitants  of  Hagley,  who,  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  took 
care  to  defeat  the  curiofity  which  they  could  not  fupprefs,  by 
conducting  their  vifitantsperverfely,  to  inconvenient  points  of 
view,  and  introducing  them  at  the  wrong  end  of  a  walk  to  detedl 
adec^ption  ;  injuries  ofwhich  Shenftonewould  heavily  complain. 
This  charge  againft  the  Lyttleton  family  has  been  denied  by 
Mr.  Greaves,  who  fays  that  "  the  Lyttleton  family  went  ib 
frequently  with  their  company  to  the  Leafowes,  that  they  were 
unwilling  to  break  in  upon  Shenftone's  retirement  on  every  oc- 
cafionj  and  therefore  often  went  to  the  principal  points  in  view 
without  waiting  for  any  one  to  condudr.  them  regularly  through 
the  whole  walks.  Of  this  Shenflone  would  fometimes  peeviihiy 
complain,  though  I  am  perfuaded  he  never  really  fulpefttd  any 
ill-natured  intentions  in  his  worthy  and  much  valued  neigh 
bours."  One  cannot  be  perfuaded  that  a  mind  fo  pure  and  bene 
volent  as  that  of  Lyttleton  was  ever  debafed  by  fuch  unworthy 
pailions 
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As  he  continued  the  exertions  of  his  great  abilities  in  Parlia 
ment  in  the  fervice  of  the  miniftry,  he  was  gra.-ually  advancing 
his  claim  to  preferment.  Accordingly,  in  17545  he  refigned 
his  feat  at  the  Treafury  Board,  being  appointed  Cofferer  to  the 
Houihold,  and  Privy  Counfellor.  In  December  20,  1755,  he 
exchanged  the  place  of  Cofferer  o."  the  Houfhold  for  the  great 
office  or  Chancellor  of  th.  Exchequer,  an  office,  however, 
that  feems  to  have  required  fome  qualifications  which  he  foon 
perceived  himfelfto  want,  and  which  he  retained  only  till  the 
appointment  of  Mr.  Legge,  in  November  1756. 

The  year  after,  his  curiofity  led  him  into  Wales,  ofnvhich, 
according  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  he  has  given  an  account,  perhaps 
rar her  with  too  much  affectation  of  delight,  in  two  letters  to 
Archibald  Bower,  a  man  of  whom  he  had  conceived  a  more  fa 
vourable  opinion  than  he  fe  ms  to  have  deferved  ;  and  whom, 
having  oaco  cfpoufed  his  intereft  and  fame,  he  was  never  per- 
fuaded  to  difown.  In  an  affediionate  letter  to  Dr.  Doddridge, 
on  his  removing  to  Li ihon  ;br  the  recovery  of  his  health,  hethul 
expreffes  his  attachment  to  Bovver.  ff  You  have  brought  on 
your  diftemper  by  too  continual  ftudy  and  labour  in  your  fpi- 
ritual  function,  and  remifiion  of  mind  is  absolutely  neceffary  for 
your  recovery:  I  therefore  requeft  it  of  you  not  to  write  thepre  ace 
to  Bower's  book,  it  will  do  more  harm  th,m  go«d  to  him.  The 
merit  of  the  work  will  bear  it  up  againft  all  tbele  attacks  ;  and 
as  to  the  ridiculous  ftory  of  my  having  difcarded  him,  the  inti- 
m:!rc  friendfhip  in  which  we  continue  to  live  vvili  be  a  fufficient 
anfwertothat,  and  better  than  teRimony  formally  given.1'  Bow 
er,  whatever  was  his  moral  character,  did  not  want  abilities ; 
attacked  as  he  was  by  an  universal  outcry,  for  having  written 
thi;  hiftory  of  the  Popes,  and  in  it  vindicated  the  doctrines  of 
the  Papacy,  he  maintained  his  ground,  and  repelled  the  att?cks 
ot  his  adverfaries.  It  appeared,  however,  from  an  atteftaCion 
of  Mrs.  Bower,  that,  "  during  feventeen  years  that  fhe  had 
constantly  lived  with  him,  he  always  profeffed  himfelf  a  Pro- 
tefta.it,  adled  conformably  to  that  profeffion,  and  that  he  died 
in  the  communion  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  made  an  edi 
fying  departure." 

When  the  inaufpicicus  commencementofthe  war  with  France, 
in  1757,  rendered  ihe  diffolution  of  tl.e  miniftry  inevitable.  Sir 
George  Lyttleton  lofing  his  employment  with  the  reft  of  his 
colleagues,  his  iervices  were  rccompenied  with  a  peerage,  be 
ing  created  Baron  Lyttleton,  of  Frankley,  in  the  county  of 
Worcefter :  io  that,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  exprefles  it,  "  he  refted  from 
political  turbulence  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords.1' 

In  the  courfe  of  this  year  he  published  his  Dialogues  oftbe 
DeaJt  which  were  very  eagerly  read,  though  they  ieem  to  be 
the  production  rather  of  leifure  than  of  ftudy  ;  rather  effufions 
than,  compositions.  The  names  of  his  perfons^  too,  often  en- 
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»blc  the  reader  to  anticipate  their  converfation,  and  when  they 
have  met,  they  too  often  part  without  a  conclufion.  He  has  copi- 
cAFenebn  more  than  Fontenells.  When  they  were  firft  publifhed, 
they  were  kindly  commended  by  the  Critical  Reviewers,  tor 
which,  Johnfonfays,  poor  Lyttleton,  with  humble  gratitude, 
returned  his  acknowledgments  in  a  note  which  he  had  read- 
acknowledgments  either  for  flattery  or  juftio-. 

His  laft  literary  production  was  hisHi/iory  of  Henry  the  Second, 
in  three  volumes,  quarto  ;  the  refult  or  the  reiearches  and  de 
liberations  of  twenty  years.  The  account  of  this  publication, 
as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  remarkable.  "  The  whole  work 
was  printed  twice  over,  a  great  part  or  it  three  times,  and  many 
fheets  four  or  five  times.  "The  bookfellers  paid  for  the  firft  im- 
prtfllon,  but  the  charges  and  repeated  operations  oftheprefs 
were  at  theexpence  of  the  author,  whofe  ambitious  accuracy  is 
known  to  have  coft  him  at  leaft  a  thoufand  pounds.  He  began 
to  print  in  1755;  three  volumes  appeared  i,i  17645  a  fecond 
edition  in  1767,  and  the  conclufion  in  1771.  Andrew  Reid,  a 
man  not  without  confiderable  abiliti  s,  and  not  unacquainted 
with  letters,  or  with  life,  undertook  to  perfuade  Lyttleton,  as 
he  had  p^erfaaded  himfelf,  that  he  was  matter  of  the  iecret  of 
punctuation  ;  and,  as  fear  begets  credulity,  he  was  employed, 
I  know  not  at  what  price,  to  point  the  pages  of  Henry  the  Second. 
The  book  was  at  laft  pointed  and  printed,  and  lent  into  the 
world  ;  Lyttleton  took  money  for  his  copy,  of  which,  when  he 
had  pai.1  thzprinter,  he  probably  gave  the  reft  away,  for  he  was 
very  liberal  to  the  indigent.  When  time  brought  the  hiftory 
to  a  third  edition,  Reid  was  either  dead  or  difcarded,  and  the 
fuperintendance  of  typography  and  punctuation  was  committed 
to  a  man  originally  a  comb-maker,  but  then  known  by  the 
ftyle  of  Dr.  Saunders.  Something  uncommon  was  probably  ex 
pected,  and  fomething  uncommon  was  at  laft  done  ;  far  to  the 
edition  of  Dr.  Saunders  is  appended,  what  the  world  had  hardly 
feen  before,  a  lift  of  errors  of  nineteen  pages." 

It  is  much  to  be  wifhed,  that  in  this  paflage  Dr.  Johnfon  had 
obferved  his  own  humane  maxim  in  the  "  Life  of  Addifon,  of 
not  giving  a  pang  to  a  daughter,  a  brother,  or  a  friend."  The 
nice  attention  to  punctuation  with  which  Henry  the  Second  was 
published,  is  attributed  to  fuch  anxiety  as  only  vanity  can  dic 
tate,  when  good  motives  were  avowed  by  the  author,  and 
known  by  his  friends,  fuch  as  his  defire  to  correct  miftakes, 
his  fear  of  being  too  harlh  on  fome  characters,  and  other  laud 
able  motives. 

This  Work  is  juftly  ranked  among  the  moft  valuable  hifto- 
rical  performances  in  the  Englifh  language.  It  is  executed 
with  great  fidelity,  and  with  a  ftrift  regard  to  the  authority  of 
original  writers.  The  ftyle  is  perfpicuous  and  unaffecled  ;  ge 
nerally  corred:,  and  often  ek-gant  and  caafterly.  The  fenti- 
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ments  and  remarks  are  judicious  and  pertinent,  liberal  with  re- 
fpect  to  religion,and  friendly  to  the  caufe  of  liberty  andthe  rights 
or  mankind.  The  account  of  the  flare  of  our  ancient  govern- 
iri'jnl,  laws,  cuftoms  and  manners,  is  very  copious  and  eminent 
ly  ufcful,  fo  as  to  make  the  work  ftridly  and  properly  a  confli- 
tu  tional  hiftory. 

His  ferfcs  to  the  Countefs  ofEgremonty  and  Letter  to  Lord  Hard- 
•uiicke,  in  1761,  were  poetical  productions.  He  fpent  the  latter 
part  of  his  life  in  retirement.  Our  au'hor,  according  to  Dr. 
Johnfon,  had  never  the  appearance  of  a  ftrong  or  a  healthy  man  j 
and  had  a  {lender,  uncompleted  frame,  and  a  m.-agre  face.  ^  It 
is  certain,  however,  that  at  one  period  of  his  life,  he  entertain 
ed  a  more  favourable  opinion  of  his  conftitution  }  ior,  in  a  let 
ter  to  his  father,  dated  from  the  neighbourhood  of  SohTons  in 
France,  he  fays,  *«  I  believe  there  is  not  a  young  man  alive, 
who  has  more  happinefs  toboaft  of  than  myfelf,  being  bleffed 
with  a  found  conftitution, affectionate  friends,and  eafy  fortune." 

We  fubjoin  the  very  affecting  and  instructive  narrative  of  his 
death,  given  by  his  phyfician,'as  the  moft  ftriking  difplay  of 
his  moral  character. 

<«  On  Sunday  evening,  the  fymptoms  of  his  Lordfhip's  dif- 
order,  which,  for  a  week  paft,  had  alarmed  us,  put  on  a  fatal 
appearance,  and  his  Lordfhip  believed  himfelr'  to  be  a  dying 
man.  From  this  time  he  fuffered  by  reftleffnefs  rather  than 
pain  }  and  although  his  nerves  were  apparently  much  fluttered, 
his  mental  faculties  now  feemed  ftronger,  when  he  was  tho 
roughly  awake. 

<(  His  Lordfhip's  bilious  and  hepatic  complaints  feemed  alone 
not  equal  to  the  expected  mournful  event ;  his  long  want  of 
fleep,  whether  the  confequence  of  the  irritation  in  the  bowels, 
or,  which  is  more  probable,  of  caufes  of  different  kinds  accounts, 
for  his  lofs  of  ftrength,  and  for  his  death,  very  fufficiently. 

<*  Though  his  Lordfhip  wifhed  his  approaching  difiblutiont 
not  to  be  lingering,  he  waited  for  it  with  relignation.  He  laid, 
"  It  is  a  folly,  a  keeping  me  in  mifery,  now  to  attempt  to  pro 
long  life  j"  yet  he  was  eafily  perfuaded  ior  the  latisfaction  of 
others,  to  do  or  take  any  thing  thought  proper  for  him.  On 
Saturday  he  had  been  remarkably  better,  and  we  were  notwith- 
out  ibme  hopes  of  his  recovery. 

"  Oa  Sunday,  about  eleven  in  the  forenoon,  his  Lordfhip 
fent  for  me,  and  faid,  he  felt  a  great  hurry,  and  wifhed  to  have 
a  little  converfation  with  me,  in  order  to  divert  it.  He  then 
proceeded  to  open  the  fountain  of  that  heart,  from  whence 
goodncfs  had  fo  long  flowed,  as  from  a  copious  fpring. — '  Doc- 
tor,'  faid  he,  <  you  fhall  be  my  confeflbr.  When  I  firft  fet 
'  out  in  the  world,  I  had  friends  who  endeavoured  ro  fhake  my 
belief  in  the  Chriftian  religion.  I  have  made  it  the  rule  of  my 
life,  and  it  is  the  ground  of  my  future  hopes.  I  have  erred  aiul 
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finned,  but  have  repented,  a-d  never  indulged  any  vicious  ha 
bit.  In  politics  and  public  li  e  1  have  made  public  good  the  rule 
of  my  conduct.  I  never  gave  counfels  which  I  did  not  at  the 
time  chink  the  beft.  I  have  feen  that  I  was  fometimes  in  the 
wrong,  but  I  did  not  err  deag:iedly.  I  have  endeavoured  in 
priva'e  life  to  do  all  the  good  in  my  power,  and  never  tor  a  mo 
ment  could  indulge  malicious  or  unjuft  defigns  upon  any  perfon 
wha-foever.'' 

«  At  another  time  he  faid,  «  I  muft  leave  my  foul  in  the 
fame  ftate  it  was  in  before  this  illnefs.  I  find  this  a  very  incon 
venient  time  for  f  jlicitude  about  any  thing.' 

tf  On  the  evening  when  the  fymptoms  or  death  came  on,  he 
faid,  <I  fliail  die  $  but  it  will  not  be  your  fault.'  When  Lord 
and  Lady  Valmtia  came  to  fee  his  Lordrhip.  he  gave  them  his 
folornn  oe.iejjorion,  and  faid,  «  Be  good,  be  virtuous,  my  Lord, 
you  muft  come  to  this.*  Thus  he  continued  giving  his  dying 
beredi&ion  to  all  around  him.  On  Monday  morning  a  lucid  in 
terval  gave  fome  fmall  hopes,  but  thefe  vanilhed  in  tne  even 
ing,  and  he  continued  dying,  but  with  very  little  uneafmefs, 
till  Tuefday  morning,  Auguft  22,d.  wher,  beiw  en  feven  and 
eight  o'clock,  he  expired  almoft  without  a  groan." 

His  Lordfhip  was  buried  at  Hagley,  and  the  following  in- 
fcription  is  cut  on  the  fide  of  his  Lady's  monument : 

This  unadorned  ftone  was  placed  here 
By  the  particular  delire  and  exprefs 
Directions  of  tin;  Right  Koiioiirable 
GEORGE  LORD  LYTTLETON, 

Who  died  Augull  aid.  1773,  aged  64. 

By  his  firft  Lady,  he  had  one  Ton,  Thomas,  who  inherited  his 
title  and  eftates,  and  two  daughters,  Mary,  who  died  an  infant, 
and  Lucy,  married  to  Lord  Valentia,  or che  kingdom  of  Ireland. 
He  had  no  children  by  hisfecond  lady.  Thomas  Lord  Lyttle- 
ton  married  Apphiah,  fecond  daughter  ot  Broome  Wit  s,  Efq. 
of  Chipping  Norton,  Oxfordfhire,  the  widow  of  Colonel 
feach,  and  died  in  1780,  leaving  no  ilTue.  In  early  Ihe  he 
exhibited  proofs  of  the  moftfplendid  talents,  and  rendered  him- 
felr  fingular  for  the  prostitution  of  them  to  the  moft  ignoble 
purpofes.  His  abilities  as  a  parliamentary  orator  recommended 
him  totheminiftry,  and  procured  him  an  appointment  to  the 
fmecure  of  chief  juftice  in  Eyre,  a  place  which  his  father  with 
Superior  pretenfions  could  never  obta;n. 

A  fmall  collection  or"  Poems,  by  a  young  Nobleman  lately 
deceafed,  quarto,  has  been  attributed  to  him,  and  two  volumes 
of  Letters  are  fuppofed  to  have  come  from  his  pen,  which  in  the 
reading  have  afforded  much  entertainment.  They  are  gene 
rally  accounted  fpurious,  but  in  their  composition,  ientiment, 
and  diction,  they  bear  evident  traits  of  his  genius  and  turn 
of  mind.  An  original  novel,  in  twelves,  J775>  entitled  The 
C*rreff9*dentst  wlxich  exhibits  a  feries  of  letters  fuppoied  by 
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fome  to  have  been  written  by  his  father,  to  Mrs.  Peach,  is 
likewife  conje&ured  by  others  to  have  been  his  production. 
Though  a  fimilarity  of  ftyle  prevails  throughout  the  whole  fe- 
ries  of  theft:  letters,  they  are  fuch  traits  of  originality  and  allu- 
fio-is  ro  time,  place,  and  circumftance,  as  bear  trie  ftrongcft 
marks  of  their  not  being  founded  on  fidtion. 

The  works  of  George  Lord  Lyttleton,  formerly  printed  fe- 
parately  with  fome  other  pieces,  never  before  printed,  werecol- 
le£r.ed  and  pubhlhed  by  his  nephew  Edward  Ayfcough,  Efq. 
in  one  volume,  quirto,  1774.  The  pieces  formerly  printed 
and  collected  into  this  publication,  are,  "  Obfervations  on  the 
Life  of  Cicero."--*'  Obfervations  on  the  prefent  State  of  Af 
fairs,  in  a  letter  to  a  Member  of  Parliament." — "  Letters  from 
a  Perfun  in  England  to  his  friend  at  Ifpahan."  •--"  Obferva 
tions  on  the  Convcrfion  and  Apoftlefhip  of  St.  Paul," — "  Dia» 
logues  ot  the  Dead. "--.«<  Mifcellaneous  Poems." 

The  pieces  which  were  never  before  printed,  are,  "  Obfer 
vations  on  the  Roman  Hjftory." — "  Four  Dialogues  of  the 
Dead."—-"  Four  Speeches  in  Parliament."— "  Letters  to  Sir 
Thomas  Lyttleton,"  and  "  An  Account  of  a  Journey  into 
Wales,  in  two  Letters  to  Mr.  Bower." 

The  character  of  George  Lord  Lyttleton,  was  held  in  uni- 
verfal  eftimation  during  his  life,  as  his  memory  has  b,-en  re 
vered  fince  his  death.  One  of  his  biographers  very  juftly  re 
marks,  that  the  reputation  of  his  Lordfhip,  as  a  judicious  cri 
tic,  an  entertaining  traveller,  a  wife  and  upright  ftatefman, 
and  a  good  ma/i,  is  lo  decifively  fixed,  and  fo  firmly  eftablifbed, 
that  it  can  receive  little  additional  luftrefrom  panegyric,  and  is  in 
no  danger  of  fvjirYering  from  the  attacks  o;  criticifms  or  cenfure. 
As  a  poet  Dr.  Johnfon  fpeaks  of  him  in  the  following  manner. 
t(  Lord  Lyttleton's  poems  are  the  works  of  a  man  ot  literature 
and  judgment,  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  verification.  They 
have  nothing  to  be  defpifed,  and  little  to  be  admired.  Of  his 
ProvrefiofLtme,  it  is  fufficient  blame  to  fay  that  it  is  paftoral. 
His  olank  verie  in  Blenheim  has  neither  much  force  nor  much 
elegance.  His  little  performances,  whether  fongs  or  epigrams, 
are  fomedmes  fprightly,  and  fometimes  infipid.  His  epiito- 
lary  pieces  have  a  imooth  equability,  which  cannot  tire,  be- 
cauie  they  are  fhort,  but  which  feldom  elevates  or  lurprifes. 
But  from  this  cenfure  ought  to  be  excepted  his  Advice  to  Belinda, 
which,  though  for  the  moft  part  written  wh<jn  he  was  very 
young,  contains  much  truth  and  much  prudence,  very  elegantly 
and  vigorously  cxprefied,and  {hews  a  mind  attentiv^  ;olife,  and  a 
power  or'poetry  which  cultivation  might  have  raifed  to  excellence. 
Candour  muft  acknowledge  that  our  author's  poetical  chs- 
radter,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  fparing  and  invidious, 
and  cannot  be  generally  allowed  without  fome  exceptions  in  fa 
vour  of  the  Progrffs  cf  Love  and  Blenheim.  But  the  fe  verity  of 
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this  rigid,  though  generally  judicious  critic,  is  not  to  be  won 
dered  at,  when  we  bring  to' reflection  the  inveterate  prejudices 
he  Ib  frequently  exprelles  againft  paftoral  poetryand  blank  verfe. 
His  Lord/hip's  literary  merit  is  generally  acknowledged  by 
his  contemporaries,  whofe  teftimonies  are  too  numerous  to  be 
ipecified,  fuffice  it  to  obferve  that  he  is  highly  extolled  byPope, 
Thomfon,  Hammond,  and  Shenftone.  The  following  couplet 
of  Pope  produced  from  Dr.  Warton  a  profound  fc hoi ar,  and  li 
beral  critic,  fome  very  candid  and  judicious  remarks  which,  in 
juftice  to  our  author,  we  deem  it  incumbent  on  us  to  infert : 

"  Free  as  young  Lyttleton  her  caufe  purfue, 
"Still  true  to  virtue,  and  as  warm  as  true." 

'*  A  juft  and  not  overcharged  encomium,"  fays  Dr.  Warton, 
"  on  an  excellent  man,  who  always  ferved  his  friends  with 
warmth,  (witnefs  his  kindnefs  to  Thomfon)  and  his  country 
with  activity  and  zeal.  His  Poems  and  Dialogues  of  the  Dead  are 
written  with  elegance  and  eafe.  His  Objer-vations  on  the  Con*ver- 
f  on  of  St.  Paul,  with  clearnefs  and  clofenefs  of  reafoning,  and 
his  BJftcry  oj  Henry  the  Second,  with  accuracy  and  knowledge  of 
thofe  early  times,  and  of  the  Englifh  conftitution  5  and  what 
was  compiled  from  a  laborious  fearch  into  authentic  documents, 
and  the  records  lodged  in  the  Tower,  and  at  the  Rolls.  A  little 
before  he  died,  he  told  me  that  he  had  determined  to  throw  out 
of  the  collection  of  all  his  works,  which  was  then  foon  to  be 
publifhed,  his  firft  juvenile  performance,  the  Perjian  Letters, 
in  which,  he  faid,  there  were  principles  and  remarks  that  he 
wifhed  to  retract  and  alter.  Another  little  piece,  written  alfo 
in  his  early  youth,  does  him  much  honour.  The  OWervatitrp 
en  the  Life  of  Tally,  in  which,  perhaps,  a  more  difpaflionate 
and  impartial  character  of  Tully  is  exhibited,  than  in  the  pa 
negyrical  volume  of  Middleton. 

"  His  Monody,  the  moft  popular  of  his  productions,  in'which 
he  commemorates  the  virtues  and  accomplishments  of  his  ex 
cellent  lady,  cannot  be  read  without  exciting  the  tendereft  emo 
tion  in  every  one  that  has  the  leaft  claim  to  fenfibility.  The 
numbers  fucceed  in  harmonious  flow,  which  befpeaks  the  moft 
cxquifite  feelings  of  a  moft  fufceptible  mind.  The  fantiment  of 
his  PrcgrefsofLo'veis  delicate,  the  imagery  pleaiing,  and  the 
verification  correct  and  harmonious.  It  muft  be  admitted  how- 
ever,that  there  are  in  it  fome  of  thofe  ftudied  expreffions  and  faife 
ornaments  by  which  paftoral  poetry  is  too  often  fantarrically  dif- 
guifed.  His  Advice  to  Belinda  is  ftamped  with  the  approbation 
of  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  pofl'fTes  a  degree  of  propriety,  fenle,  and 
harmony.  His  epiftle  to  Pope  is  an  encomium  highly  elegant 
and  refined.  His  fongs  are  in  general  eafy  and  fprightly.  In  fine, 
his  poetical  compofitions  are  charadterized  by  elegance,  cafe1, 
and  harmony,  without  any  extraordinary  degree  of  elevation, 
energy,  or  glow  of  colouring.  " 
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SOLILOQUY 

OF  A  BEAUTY  IN  THE  COUNTRV. 

Written  at  Eton  School. 


*rr^\VAS  night,  and  Flaviato  her  room  retirM,, 

JL    With  ev'ning  chat  and  ibber  reading  tir'd, 
There  melancholy,  penfive,  and  alone, 
She  meditates  on  the  foriaken  town  j 
On  her  rais'd  arm  reclin'd  her  drooping  head  5 

She  iigh'd,  and  thus  in  plaintive  accents  faid  : 
"  Ah  !  what  avails  it  to  be  young  and  fair, 
<{  To  move  with  negligence,  to  drei's  with  care  ? 
*'  What  worth  have  all  the  charms  our  pride  can  boaft 
C{  If  all  in  envious  folitude  are  loft  ?  10 

*f  Where  none  admire  'tis  uleiefs  to  excel  ; 
*c  Where  none  are  beaux  'tis  vain  to  be  a  belle  : 
f  Beauty  like  wit  to  judges  fhould  be  (hown  ; 
f*  Both  moft  are  valuM  where  they  beft  are  known. 
«  With  ev'iy  grace  of  nature  or  of  art  1  5 

M  We  cannot  break  one  ftubborn  country  heart  j 
**  The  brutes  infenfible  our  power  defy  i 
<l  To  love  exceeds  a  fquire's  capacity. 
V  The  town,  the  court,  is  Beauty's  proper  fphere-: 
**  That  is  our  heaven,  and  we  are  angels  there  :        20 
f*  In  that  gny  circle  thoufand  Cupids  Vove  j 
f  *  The  court  of  Britain  is  the  court  of  Love. 
*'  How  has  my  comcious  heart  with  triumph  glow'd, 
*'  How  have  my  fparkling  eyes  their  traniport  mow'd, 
f  At  each  diftinguirti'd  birthnight  ball  to  fee  45 

«'  The  homage  due  to  empire  paid  to  me  ? 
*'  When  ev'ry  eye  was  fix'd  on  me  alone, 
"  And  dreaded  mine  more  than  the  monarch's  frown  j 
'*  When  rival  llateimen  for  my  favour  tlrove, 
*'  Leis  jealous  in  their  power  than  in  their  love.        33 
"  Chang  \i  is  the  fcene,  and  all  my  glories  die, 
"  Like  flowers  traniplanted  to  a  colder  fky  j 
B 
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*'  Loft  is  the  dear  delight  of  giving  pain, 
<{  The  tyrant  joy  of  hearing  (laves  complain. 
tf  In  ftupid  indolence  my  life  is  fpent,  35 

"  Supinely  calm  and  dully  innocent : 
"  Unblefl  I  wear  my  ufelefs  time  away, 
*c  Sleep,  wretched  maid  !  all  night,  and  dream  all  day, 
ft  Go  at  fet  hours  to  dinner  and  to  prayer, 
"  For  dul net's  ever  muft  be  regular  :  40 

"  No-  r  with  mamma  at  tedious  whift  I  play, 
"  Now  without  fcandal  drink  infipid  tea', 
"  Or  in  the  garden  breathe  the  country  air, 
*'  Secure  from  meeting  any  tempter  there. 
"  From  books  to  work  from  work  to  books  I  rove,  45 
<c  And  am,  alas!  at  leifure  to  improve. 
"  Is  this  the  life  a  beauty  ought  to  lead  ? 
"  Were  eyes  Ib  radiant  only  made  to  read  ? 
"•Thefe  fingers,  at  whofe  touch  e'en  age  would  glow, 
*'  Are  thefe  of  ufe  for  nothing  but  to  few  ?  $o 

"  Sure  erring  nature  never  could  defign 
(  To  form  a  houfewife  in  a  mould  like  mine ! 
'  O  Venus  !  queen  and  guardian  ol  the  fair, 
*  Attend  propitious  to  thy  vot'ry's  prayer  j 
t  Let  me  revifitthe  dear  town  again,  55 

'  Let  me  be  feen !  Could  I  that  wifh  obtain 
41  All  other  wifhes  my  own  power  would  gain."       57 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE. 

IN  FOUR  ECLOGUES. 

UNCERTAINTY.  ECLOGUE  I. 
TO  MR.  POPE. 

POPE !  to  whofe  reed  beneath  the  beechen  made 
The  nymph  of  Thames  a  pleas'd  attention  paid, 
While  yet  thy  Mufe,  content  with  humbler  praife, 
Warbled  in  Windfor's  grove  her  Sylvan  lays, 
Though  now  fublimely  borne  on  Homer's  wing          5 
Of  glorious  wars  and  godlike  chiefs  me  fmg, 
Wilt  thou  with  me  revifit  once  again 
The  cryllal  fountain  and  the  flowery  plain  ? 
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Unhappy  boy!  thefe  vain  inquiries  ceaie, 
"  Thought  could  not  guard  nor  will  reitore  thy  peace ; 
*'  Indulge  the  frenzy  that  thou  muft  endure,  51 

*'  And  iboth  the  pain  thou  know'il  not  how  to  cure. 
"  Come,  rlattVing  Memory !  and  tell  my  heart 
"  How  kind  me  was,  and  with  what  pleafmg  art 
"  She  ftrove  its  fondeft  wifhes  to  obtain,  55 

*'  Confirm  her  power  and  fafter  bind  my  chain. 
v  **  If  on  the  green  we  danc'd  a  mirthful  band, 
"  To  me  alone  fhe  gave  her  willing  hand  $ 
**  Her  partial  tafte  if  e'er  I  touched  the  lyre 
"  Still  in  my  long  found  ibmething  to  admire ;  60 

"  By  none  but  her  my  crook  with  flowers  was  crownM, 
"  By  none  but  her  my  brows  with  ivy  bound  $ 
"  The  world  that  Damon  was  her  choice  believed, 
"  The  world,  alas  !  like  Damon  was  deceived. 
"  WUblaft  I  law  her,  and  declared  my  fire  65 

(t  Tn  words  as  foft  as  paffion  could  infpire, 
11  Coldly  (he  heard,  and  full  of  fcorn  withdrew, 
:t  Without  one  pitying  glance,  one  fweet  adieu. 
c  The  frighted  hind  who  fees  his  ripen'd  corn 
"  Up  from  the  roots  by  fudden  tempeft  torn,  70 

"  Whofe  faireft  hopes  deflroy'd  and  blafted  lie, 
"  Feels  not  fo  keen  a  pang  of  grief  as  I. 
"  Ah  !  how  have  I  defervM,  inhuman  maid ! 
"  To  have  my  faithful  fervice  thus  repaid  ? 
'•'  Were  all  the  marks  of  kindnefs  1  received  75 

"  But  dreams  of  joy  that  charm'd  me  and  deceived  ? 
<c  Or  did  you  only  nurfe  my  growing  love 
"  That  with  more  pain  I  might  your  hatred  prove  ? 
ec  Sure  guilty  treachery  no  place  could  find 
tc  In  fiach  a  gentle,  i'uch  a  gen'rous  mind ;  80 

(f  A  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  wilds  among 
"  Could  ne'er  have  learnt  the  arts  of  courts  fb  young: 
"  No  ;  let  me  rather  think  her  anger  feign'd, 
"  Still  let  me  hope  my  Delia  may  be  gain'd  j 
"  'Twas  only  modefty  that  ieem'd  diidain,  85 

"  And  her  heart  fufferM  when  fhe  gave  me  pain." 

Pleas'd  with  this  rlatt'ring  thought,  the  love-nek  boy 
Felt  the  faint  dawning  of  a  doubtful  joy, 
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Back  to  his  flock  more  cheerful  he  return'd 
When  now  the  letting  iim  more  fiercely  burn'd,       90 
Blue  vapours  role  along  the  mazy  rills, 
And  Light's  iall  bluflies  ting'd  the  diitant  hills.        93 
HOPE.    ECLOGUE  II. 

TO  Mr.  DOIiDINGTON. 

Jlftenvards  Lord  Mdccmbe  Regis. 

HEAR,  Doddington  !  the  notes  that  fhepherds  fing, 
Like  thole  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  fpring  : 
Nor  Pan  nor  Phoebus  tunes  our  artlels  reeds, 
From  Love  alone  their  melody  proceeds  j 
From  Love  Theocritus  on  Enna's  plains  5 

Learnt  the  wild  fweetnefs  of  his  Doric  (trains  j 
Young  Maro  touch'd  by  his  infpiring  dart 
Could  charm  each  ear,  and  Ibftea  ev'ry  heart ; 
Me  too  his  power  has  reach'd,  and  bids  with  thine 
My  ruftic  pipe  in  pleafmg  concert  join*.  10 

Damon  no  longer  fought  the  filent  made, 
No  more  in  unfrequented  paths  he  ftray'd, 
But  oall'd  the  fwains  to  hear  his  jocund  long, 
And  told  his  joy  to  all  the  rural  throng. 

"  Bleft  be  the  hour,"  he  laid,  "  that  happy  hour, 
"  When  firlt  I  own'd  my  Delia's  gentle  power  !         id 
*•  Then  gloomy  difcontent  and  pining  care 
"  Forfook  my  breatr,  and  left  loft  wifhes  there  3 
"  Soft  wifhes  there  they  left  and  gay  defires, 
"  Delightful  languors  and  tranfporfing  fires.  ao 

**  Where  yonder  limes  combine  to  form  a  fhade 
"  Theie  eyes  firft  gaz'd  upon  the  charming  maid  j 
"  There  fhe  appear'd  on  that  aufpicious  day 
"  When  fwains  their  fportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay : 
**  She  led  the  dance — Heavens  I  with  what  grace  ihe 
"  mov'd !  25 

"  Who  could  have  feen  her  then  and  not  have  lov'd  ? 
*'  I  drove  not  to  refift  Ib  fwcet  a  flame, 
**'  But  glory'd  in  a  happy  captive's  name, 
"  Nor  would  I  now,  could  Love  permit,  be  free, 
*'  But  leave  to  brutes  their  iavage  liberty.  30 

*  Mr.  Doddingtou  had  written  Come  very  pretty  love  verfes  which  have 
sever  been  published,    LyttUtsn. 
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11  And  art  thou  then,  fond  youth  !  fecure  of  joy  ? 
"  Can  no  reverie  thy  flatt'ring  blifs  deftroy  ? 
"  Has  treach'rous  Love  no  torment  yet  in  ftore  ? 
'  Or  haft  thou  never  prov'd  his  fatal  power  ? 
1  Whence  flowM  thofe  tears  that  late  bedewM  thy  cheek? 
'  Why  iigh'd  thy  heart  as  if  it  ftrove  to  break  ?        36 
'  Why  were  the  defert  rocks  invok'd  to  hear 
*  The  plaintive  accent  of  thy  fad  deipair? 
'*  From  Delia's  rigour  all  thole  pains  aroie, 
"  Delia!  who  now  compaifionates  my  woes,  4.0 

"  Who  bids  me  hope,  and  in  that  charming  word 
"  Has  peace  andtranfport  to  my  foul  reftor'd. 

"  Begin,  my  pipe  !  begin  the  gladfome  lay, 
<c  A  kifs  from  Delia  fhail  thy  miific  pay, 
"  A  kifs  obtained  'twixt  ftruggling  and  confent,       45" 
"  Given  with  forc'd  anger  and  difguis'd  content. 
*c  No  laureate  wreaths  I  aflc  to  binds  my  brows 
"  S'.ica  as  the  mufe  en  lofty  bards  beftows  j 
<c  Let  other  iwains  to  praife  or  fame  afpire, 
"  I  from  her  lips  my  recompence  require.  50 

"  Why  ftays  my  Delia  in  her  iecret  bower  ? 
"  Light  gales  have  chasM  the  late  impending  mower, 

Th*  emerging  fun  more  bright  his  beams  extends, 
"  Opposed  its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbow  bends, 
ft  Glad  youths  and  maidens  turn  the  new-made  hay, 
"  The  birds  renew  their  longs  on  ev'ry  fpray ;          56 
tl  Come  forth,  my  love  !   thy  mepherd's  joys  to  crown  : 
"  All  nature  fmiles — will  only  Delia  frown  ? 

"  Hark  how  the  bees  with  murmurs  fill  the  plain, 
"  While  every  flower  of  ev'ry  fweet  they  drain  :       60 
"  See  how  beneath  yon"  hillock's  fhady  Iteep 
"  The  fhelterM  herds  on  flow'ry  Couches  fieep  : 
*'  Nor  bees  nor  herds  are  half  fo  bleft  as  I 
"  If  with  my  fond  defires  my  love  comply ; 
<c  From  Delia's  lips  a  fweeter  honey  flows,  65 

<(  And  on  her  bofoni  dwells  more  foft  repofe. 

"  Ah  how,  my  dear  !   fliail  I  dcferve  thy  charms  ? 
*'  What  gift  can  bribe  thee  to  my  longing  arms  ? 
"  A  bird  for  thee  in  filken  bands  I  hold/ 
"  Whofe  yellow-  plumage  fhines  like  poli(h"d  geld  5  70 
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"  From  diftant  jfles  the  lovely  ftranger  came, 

"  And  bears  the  fortunate  Canaries'  nai.h-  j 

"  In  all  our  woods  none  boaft  ib  1'weet  a  note, 

•«  Not  e'en  the  nightingale's  melodious  throat ; 

*'  Accept  of  this,  and  could  I  add  befide  75 

**  What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountains  hide, 

*'  If  all  the  gems  in  ealtern  rocks  were  mine, 

"  On  thee  alone  their  glitt'ring  pride  mould  fliine : 

"  But  if  thy  mind  no  gifts  have  power  to  move, 

*'  Phoebus  himfelf  fliall  leave  th'  Aonian  grove  ;       80 

*•'  The  tuneful  nine,  who  never  fue  in  vain, 

"  Shall  come  fweet  fuppliants  for  their  fav'rite  fwain  : 

"  For  him  each  biue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood, 

•'  For  him  each  green  hair'd  filter  of  the  wood, 

**  Whom  oft  beneath  fair  Cynthia's  gentle  ray          85 

'*  His  mufic  calls  to  dance  the  night  away. 

"  And  you,  fair  nymphs!  companions  of  my  love, 

*'  With  whom  fhe  joys  the  cowflip  meads  to  rove, 

*'  I  beg  you  recommend  my  faithful  flame, 

"  And  let  her  often  hear  her  uVpherds  name  :  90 

*c  Shade  all  my  faults  from  her  inquiring  fight, 

"  And  fhew  my  merits  in  the  faireil  light ; 

**  My  pipe  your  kind  affiftance  fliall  repay, 

"  And  ev'ry  friend  fliall  claim  a  different  lay. 

"  But  fee  !   in  yonder  glade  the  heavenly  fair         95 
*'  Enjoys  the  fragrance  of  the  breezy  air. 
*'  Ah  !   thither  let  me  fly  with  eager  feet : 
"  Adieu,  my  pipe  i  I  go  my  love  to  meet. 
*c  O  may  I  find  her  as  we  parted  lait, 
"  And  may  each  future  hour  be  like  the  pad !          100 
"  So  fliall  the  whiteft  lamb  thefe  paihires  feed, 
*f  Propitious  Venus  !  on  thy  altars  bleed."  102 

JEALOUSY.    ECLOGUE  III. 

TO  MR.  EDWARD  WALPOLE. 

rT^IlE  gods,  O  Walpole!  give  no  blifs  fincere, 

JL  '  Wealth  is  clifturb'd  by  care  and  power  by  fear. 
Of  all  the  paffions  that  employ  the  mind 
In  gentle  love  the  fweeieft  joys  we  find, 
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Yet  e^en  thofe  joys  dire  Jealoul'y    molefts,  5 

And  blackens  each  fair  image  in  our  breafts. 

O  may  the  warmth  of  thy  too  tender  heart 

Ne'er  feel  the  marpnefsof  his  venom 'd  dart! 

For  thy  own  quiet  think  thy  miftreis  jutt, 

And  wifely  take  thy  happinefs  on  truft.  i» 

Begin,    my  Mule!  and  Damon's  woes  rehearfe 
In  wildeft  numbers  and  diibrder'd  verfe. 

On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 
(While  browzing  goats  at  eafe  around  him  fed) 
Anxious  he  lay,  with  jealous  cares  oppreft,  15 

Diftruft  and  anger  lab'ring  in  his  breaft, — 
The  vale  beneath  a  pleafing  profpecl  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fields  5 
Through  thefe  a  river  rolls  its  winding  flood, 
Adorn'd  with  various  tufts  of  rifmg  wood  j  2.9 

Here  half  concealed  in  trees  a  cottage  ftands, 
A  caftle  there  the  op'ning  plain  commands  ; 
Beyond  a  town  with  glitt'ring  fpires  is  crownM, 
And  diflant  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound.        • 
So  charming  was  the  fcene,  a  while  the  Twain  1 5 

Beheld  delighted,  and  forgot  his  pain, 
But  foon  the  ftings  infix'd  within  his  heart 
With  cruel  force  renew'd  their  raging  fmart: 
His  flowVy  wreath  which  Jong  with  pride  hewore, 
The  gift  of  Delia,  from  his  brows  he  tore,  30 

Then    cry'd  : — "  May    all    thy  charms,   ungrateful 

"  Maidl 

"  Like  thefe  neglected  rofes  droop  and  fade  ! 
"  May  angry  heav'n  deform  each  guilty  grace 
"  That  triumphs  Jiow  in  that  deluding  face  ! 
**  Thofe  alter'd  looks  may  ev'ry  Shepherd  fly,  35 

"  And  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  thee  worie  than  I ! 

"  Say,  thou  Inconftant !  what  has  Damon  done 
"  To  lofe  the  heart  his  tedious  pains  had  won  ? 
*'  Tell  me  what  charms  you  in  my  rival  find 
"  Againft  whole  pow'r  no  ties  have  ftrength  to  bind  ? 
"  Has  he  like  me  with  long  obedience  ftrove  41 

*'  To  conquer  your  dililain,  and  merit  love? 
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t(  Has  he  with  transport  ev'ry  frnile  ador'd, 
*'  And  dy'd  with  grief  at  each  ungentle  word  ? 
"  Ah,  no  !  the  conqueft  was  obtained  with  eaie  j      45 
"  He  pleas'd  you  by  not  Undying  to  pleafe  ; 
**  His  cart-lefs  inuclence  your  pride  alarm'd, 
"  And  had  he  lov'd  -you  more  he  lefs  had  charm'd. 

"•O  pain  to  think  another  (hall  pofTefs 
"  Thofe  balmy  lips  which  I  was  wont  to  prefs  !       50 
"  Another  on  her  panting  bread  mall  lie, 
"  And  catch  fweet  madnefs  from  her  fwimming  eye ! 
"  I  faw  their  friendly  flocks  together  feed, 
"  I  faw  them  hand  in  hand  walk  o'er  the  mead  j 
"  Would  my  clos'd  eye  had  funk  in  endlefs  night     55 
"  Ere  I  was  doomed  to  bear  that  hateful  fight ! 
"  Where'er  they  pafs'd  be  blafted  ev'ry  flow'r, 
"  And  hungry  wolves  their  helplefs  flocks  devour  ! — 
"  Ah,  wretched  fwain !  could  no  examples  move 
"  Thy  heedlefs  heart  to  mun  the  rage  of  love  ?         60 
"  Hatt  thou  not  heard  how  poor  Menalcas*dy'd 
"  A  viclim  to  Parthenia's  fatal  pride  ? 
'*  Dear  was  the  youth  to  all  the  tuneful  plain, 
"  Lov'd  by  the  nymphs,  by  Phnebus  lov'd,  in  vain  : 
"  Around  his  tomb  their  tears  the  Mufes  paid,         65 
<c  And  all  things  mourn'd  but  the  relentlefs  maid, 
"  Would  I  could  die  like  him  and  be  at  peace ; 
"  Thefe  tormenis  in  the  quiet  grave  would  ceafe  5 
"  There  my  vex'd  thoughts  a  calm  repofe  would  find, 
"  And  reft  as  if  iny  Delia  ftill  were  kind.  70 

"  No  5  let  me  live  her  falsehood  to  upbraid  ; 
'*  Some  god  perhaps  my  juft  revenge  will  aid.— 
"  Alas!  what  aid,  fond  Swain!  would  thou  receive  ? 
"  Could  thy  heart  bear  to  fee  its  Delia  grieve  ? 
"  Proteft  her  heav'n!  and  let  her  never  know          75 
•**  The  {lighted  part  of  haplefs  Damon's  woe  : 
t(  I  aflc  no  vengeance  from  the  pow'rs  above, 
"  All  I  implore  u>  never  more  to  love. — 
"  Let  me  this  fbndnefs  fi'nm  my  bo  Tom  tear, 

tl  Let  me  forget  that  e'er  1  thought  her  fair.  8c 

•_ 

*  See  Mr.  Gay's  Dionc. 
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"  Come,  cool  Indifference  !  and  heal  my  breaft ; 
'«  Weary 'd  at  length  I  leek  thy  downy  reft  ; 
<f  No  turbulence  of  paffion  mall  deftroy 
"  My  future  eafe  with  flattering  hopes  of  joy. 
"  Hear,  mighty  Pan  t  and  all  ye  Sylvans !  hear        85 
*'  What  by  your  guardian  deities  I  Iwearj 
"  No  more  my  eyes  mall  view  her  fatal  charms, 
*'  No  more  I'll  court  the  trait'refs  to  my  arms; 
"  Not  all  her  arts  my  fteady  foul  fhall  move, 
"  And  {he  mail  find  that  realbn  conquers  lover*      50 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke  when  thro'  the  iawn  below 
Alone  he  law  the  beauteous  Delia  go  j 
At  once  tranfported  he  forgot  his  vow, 
(Such  perjuries  the  laughing  gods  allow!) 
Down  the  fteep  hills  with  ardent  hafie  he  flew : 
He  found  her  kind  and  foon  believ'd  her  true*          96 

POSSESSION.  ECLOGUE  IV. 
TO  LORD  COBHAM. 

COBHAM !  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
Whole  guiding  judgment  gives  me  fkill  to  ling, 
Tho"  far  unequal  to  thofe  polifh'd  .ftrains 
With  which  thy  Congreve  charm'd  the  lififning  plains. 
Yet  fhall  its  mufic  pleale  thy  partial  ear,  [dear, 

And  iboth  thy  breaft  with  thoughts  that  once  were 
Recal  thoie  years  which  time  has  thrown  behind, 
When  Imiling  Love  with  Honour  mar'd  thy  mind, 
When  all  thy  glorious  days  of  profp'rous  fight 
Delighted  lei's  than  one  fuccefsf'ul  night :  10 

The  fweet  remembrance  fhall  thy  youth  reilore, 
Fancy  again  fhall  run  paft  pleaiiires  o'er, 
And  while  in  Stowe's  enchanting  walks  you  ftray, 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  fummer's  day. 

Beneath  the  covert  of  a  myrtle  wood  1 5 

To  Venus  raised  a  ruftic  altar  ftood  j 
To  Venus  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin'd 
In  friendly  league  to  favour  humankind. 
With  wanton  Cupids  in  that  happy  fhade 
The  gentle  Virtues  and  mild  Wii'dom  playM  5         20 
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Nor  tfare  in  fprightly  Pleaiure's.  genial  train 
JUirJc'd  fick  Difguft  or  Late  repenting  Pain, 
Nor  Force  nor  Int'reit  join'd  unwilling  hands, 
But  Love  contenting  ty'd  the  bliisful  bands. 
Thither  with  glad  devotion  Damon  came,  25 

To  thank  the  pow'rs  who  bleis'd  his  faithful  flame } 
Two  milkwhite  doves  he  on  their  altar  laid,  - 
Ami  thus  to  both  his  grateful  homage  paid  : 
*'  Hail,  bounteous  God  1  before  whole  hallow'd  fhrine 
*'  My  Delia  vow'd  to  be  for  ever  mine,  30 

"  While  glowing  in  her  cheeks  with  tender  love 
'•  Sweet  virgin  modefty  reluctant  ftrove  j 
<£  And  hail  to  thee  fair  queen  of  young  defires  ! 
«c  Long  mall  my  heart  preferve  thy  pleafing  fires 
•(  Since  Delia  now  can  all  its  warmth  return,  35 

*(  As  fondly  languifh  and  as  fiercely  burn. 

"  O  the  dear  bloom  of  laft  propitious  night ! 
«(  O  made  more  charming  than  the  faireft  light ! 
«c  Then  in  my  arms  I  clafp'd  the  melting  maid, 
<e  Then  all  my  pains  one  moment  overpaid  ;  40 

«  Then  firft  the  fweet  excels  of  bill's  I  prov'd, 
*c  Which  none  can  tafte  but  who  like  me  have  lov'd. 
"  Thou  too,  bright  Goddefs!  once  in  Ida's  grove 
«<  Didft  not  difdain  to  meet  afhepherd's  love  : 
"  With  him  while  frilking  lambs  around  you  play'd, 
<c  Concealed  you  fported  in  the  fecret  ihade  :  46 

'<  Scarce  could  Anchifes'  raptures  equal  mine, 
<(  And  Delia's  beauties  only  yield  to  thine. 

"  What  are  ye  now  rny  once  mod  vahTd  joys  ? 
<<;  Infipid  trifles  all  and  childiih  toys. —  50 

"  Friendfliip  itfelf  ne'er  knew  a  charm  like  this, 
"  Nor  Colin' s  talk  could  pleafe  like  Delia's  kifs. 

«'  Ye  Mufes  fkill'd  inev'ry  winning  art, 
"  Teach  me  more  deeply  to  engage  her  heart  i 
"  Ye  Nymphs  !  to  her'  your  frefheft  rofes  bring,    55 
"  And  crown  her  with  the  pride  of  all  the  fpring  j 
««  On  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  attend  j 
"  May  (he  ne'er  want  nor  ever  lole  a  friend  1 
*'  May  ibme  new  pleaiure  ev'ry  hour  employ, 
'*  But  let  her  Damon,  be  her  highelt  joy  1  60 
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"  With  thee  my  Love  !  for  ever  will  I  flay, 
**  All  night  carefs  thee,  and  admire  all  day ; 
"  In  the  lame  field  our  mingled  flecks  we'll  feed, 
"  To  the  lame  fpring  our  thirity  heifers  lead  j 
"  Together  will  we  mare  the  harveit  toils,  65 

«'  Together  prefs  the  vine's  autumnal  fpoils. 
"  Delightful  ilate !  where  Peace  and  Love  combine, 
"  To  bid  our  tranquil  clays  unclouded  mine ! 
"  Here  limpid  fountains  roll  thro1  fiow'ry  meads, 
tc  Here  riling  forefts  lift  their  verdant  heads,  70 

"  Here  let  me  wear  my  carelefs  life  avtay, 
"*And  in  thy  arms  inienfibly  decay. 

"  When  late  old  age  our  heads  ihall  filver  o'er, 
"  And  our  How  pulfes  dance  with  joy  no  more, 
"  When  Time  no  longer  will  thy  beauties  i'pare,      75 
"  And  only  Damon's  eye  mail  think  thee  fair, 
"  Then  may  the  gentle  hand  of  welcome  de:u;i 
"  At  one  fort  foft  ilroke  deprive  us  both  of  breath ! 
"  May  we  beneath  one  common  itone  be  laid, 
«'  And  the  fame  cyprefs  both  our  afhes  fliade !  80 

"  Perhaps  ibme  friendly  Mule  in  tender  verle 
"  Shall  deign  our  faithful  paflion  to  rehearfe, 
"  And  future  ages  with  juit  envy  mov'd 
*'  Be  told  how  Damon  and  his  Delia  lov'd."  84 

BLENHEIM. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD, 

In  the  Y-ear  1727. 
ARENT  of  Arts  !  whofe  fkilful  hands  firft  taught 
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The  tow'ring  pile  to  rife,  and  forra'd  the  plan 
With  fair  proportion,  Architect  divine ! 
Minerva!  thee  to  my advent'rous  lyre 
Affiftant  I  invoke,  that  means  to  fing  5 

Blenheim,  proud  monument  of  Britifh  fame, 
Thy  glorious  work  !  for  thou  the  lofty  tow'rs 
Didft  to  his  virtue  raile  whom  oft'  thy  mieid 
In  peril  guarded,  and  thy  wifdom  fteer'd 
Thro'  all  the  ftormsof  war. —  Thee  too  I  call  10 

Thalia !  fylvan  Mule,  who  lov'ft  to  rove 
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Along  the  fhady  paths  and  verdant  bow'rs 
Of  Woodftock's  happy  grove,  there  tuning  fweet 
Thy  rural  pipe,  while  all  the  Dryad  train 
Attentive  liften,  let  thy  warbling  long  15 

Paint  with  melodious  praife  the  pleafmg  fcene, 
And  equal  thele  to  Pindus'  honoured  fhades. 

When  Europe  freed  confefs'd  the  faving  pow'r 
Of  Marlb'rough's  hand,  Britain,  who  fent  him  forth, 
Chief  of  confederate  hofts  to  fight  the  caufe  2  o 

Of  Liberty  and  Juftice,  grateful  rais'd 
This  palace,  facred  to  her  leader's  fame  j 
A  trophy  of  fuccefs  with  {polls  adorn'd 
Of  conquered  towns,  and  glorying  in  the  name 
Of  that  aufpicious  field  where  Churchhill's  ivvord     25 
VanquinYd  the  might  of  Gallia,  and  chaftis'd 
Rebel  Bavar. — -Majeftic  in  its  ftrength 
Stands  the  proud  dome,  and  fpeaks  its  great  defign. 

Hail,  happy  Chief!  whofe  valour  could  deferve 
Reward,  fo  glorious!  grateful  Nation  hail!  30 

Who  paid  ft  his  fervice  with  fo  rich  a  meed  ? 
Which  moft  mall  I  admire,  which  worthieft  praife, 
The  hero  or  the  people  ?  Honour  doubts, 
And  weighs  their  virtues  in  an  equal  fcale. 
Not  thus  GermanJa  pays  tlr  uncanceli'd  debt  35 

Of  Gratitude  to  us.— Blum  Caelar  !   blufli, 
When  thou  beholclft  theft- tow'rs,  Ingrate  !  to  thee 
A  monument  of  fliame  !  Canft  thou  forget 
Whence  they  are  nam'd,  and  what  an  Englifh  arm 
Did  for  thy  throne  that  day  ?  but  we  diidain  40 

Or  to  upbraid  or  imitate  thy  guilt. 
Steel  thy  obdurate  heart  againft  the  fenfe 
Of  obligation  infinite,  anctknow 
Britain,  like  Heav'n,  protefts  a  thanklefs  world 
For  her  own  glory,  nor  expects  reward.  45 

Pleas'd  with  the  noble  theme  her  tafk  the  Mufe 
Purfues  untir'd,  and  thro'  the  palace  roves 
With  ever-new  delight.     The  tap'ftry  rich 
With  gold, 'and  gay  with  all  the  beauteous  paint 
Of  various  coloured  filks,  difposM  with  fkill,  50 

Attracts  her  curious  eye.     Here  liter  rolls 
C 
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His  purple  wave,  and  there  the  Granick  flood 
With  palling  fquadrons  foams  ;  here  hardy  Gaul 
Flies  from  the  1'word  of  Britain,  there  to  Greece 
Effeminate  Perfia  yields. — In  arms  opposed  55 

Marlb'rough  and  Alexander  vie  for  fame 
With  glorious  competition,  equal  both 
In  valour  and  in  fortune ;  but  their  praife 
Be  difTrent,  for  with  difF'rent  views  they  fought, 
This  to  fubdue,  and  that  to  free  mankind.  60 

Now  thro'  the  (lately  portals  iffuing  forth 
The  Mule  to  foftcr  glories  turns,  and  leeks 
The  woodland  fhade  delighted.  Not  the  vale 
Of  Tempe,  fam'd  in  long,  or  Ida's  grove, 
Such  beauty  boafts.  Amid  the  mazy  gloom  65 

Of  this  romantic  wildernefs  once  ftood 
The  bownr  of  Rofamonda,  haplefs  fair ! 
Sacred  to  grief  and  love :  the  cryftal  fount 
In  which  flie  us'd  to  bathe  her  beauteous  limbs 
Still  warbling  flows,  pleas'd  to  reflect  the  face          70 
Of  Spenfer,  lovely  maid  !  when  tir'd  me  fits 
Befide  its  flow'ry  brink,  and  views  thofe  charms 
Which  only  Rofamond  could  once  excel. 
But  fee  where  flowing  with  a  nobler  ftream 
A  limpid  lake  of  pureft  waters  rolls  75 

Beneath  the  wide-ftretch'd  arch,  ftupendous  work ! 
Thro'  which  the  Danube  might  collected  pour 
His  fpacious  urn  :  filent  a  while  and  fmooth 
The  current  glides,  till  with  an  headlong  force    • 
Broke  and  diibrder'd  down  the  fteep  it  falls  So 

In  loud  cafcades  ;  the  fiiver-fparklingfoam 
Glitters  relucent  in  the  dancing  ray. 
In  thefe  retreats  reposed  the  mighty  foul 
Of  Churchill,  from  the  toils  of  war  and  ftate 
Splendidly  private,  and  the  tranquil  joy  85 

Of  Contemplation  felt,  while  Blenheim's  dome 
Triumphal  ever  in  his  mind  renew'd 
The  mem'ry  of  his  fame,  and  footh'd  his  thoughts 
With  pleating  record  of  his  glorious  deeds, 
So  by  the  rage  of  Faction  home  recalled  90 
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JLucullus,  while  he  wag'd  fucceisful  war 

Againlt  the  pride  of  Alia  and  the  pow'r 

Of  iVIithi  tdates,  whofe  afpiring  mind 

No  lodes  could  fubdue,  enrich'd  with  fpoils 

Oi  conquered  nations  back  returned  to  Rome,  95 

And  in  magnificent  retirement  pait 

The  evening  of  his  life. — But  not  alone 

In  the  calm  (hades  of  honourable  eaie 

Great  Malb'rough  peaceful  dwelt,  indulgent  Heav'n 

Gave  a  companion  to  his  fofter  hours,  100 

With  whom  converfmg  he  forgot  all  change 

Of  fortune  or  of  ftate,  and  in  her  mind 

Found  greatnefs  equal  to  his  own,  and  lov'd 

Himfelf  in  her — Thus  each  by  each  admir'd 

In  mutual  honour  mutual  fondnei's  join'd  j  105 

Like  two  fair  Ibrs  with  intermingled  light 

In  friendly  union  they  together  fhone, 

Aiding  each  other's  brightnefs,  till  the  cloud 

{  Of  night  eternal  quench'd  the  beams  of  one. 

|  Thee  Churchill !  firft  the  ruthleis  hand  of  Death    n« 
Tore  from  thy  conibrt's  fide,  and  called  thee  hence 

t  To  the  lublimer  feats  of  joy  and  love, 
Where  Fate  again  mail  join  her  foul  to  thine, 

(  Who  now,  regardful  of  thy  fame,  erefts 

\  The  column  to  thy  praife,  and  Tooths  her  woe         115 
With  pious  honours  to  thy  lac  red  name 

;   Immortal.  Lo  !  where  tow'rlng  in  the  height 
Of  yon'  aerial  pillar  proudly  itands 
Thy  image,  like  a  guardian  god  fublime, 
And  awes  the  fubject  plain  :   beneath  his  feet  izo 

The  German  eagles  fpread  their  wings  j  his  hand 
Grafps  Victory,  its  flave.  Such  was"thy  brow 
Majeftic,  fuch  thy  martial  port,  when  Gaul 
Fled  from  thy  frown,  and  in  Danube  fought  124 

A  refuge  from  thy  (word. — There  where  the  field 
Was  deepeft  ftainM  with  gore,  on  Hcckrtet's  plain, 
The  theatre  of  thy  glory,  once  was  rais'd 
A  meaner  trophy  by  th'  Imperial  hand  j 
Extorted  gratitude,  which  now  the  rage 
Of  malice  impotent,  beieeming  ill  103 

C  a 
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A  regal  breaft,  has  levell'd  to  the  ground  ; 
Mean  intuit !  this  with  better  aufpices 
Shall  ftand  on  Britifh  earth  to  tell  the  world 
How  Mirlb'rough  fought,  for  whom  and  how  repaid 
His  fervices.  Nor  fhall  the  conftant  love  135 

Of  her  who  rais'd  this  monument  be  loft 
In  dark  oblivion  ;  that  mail  be  the  theme 
Of  future  bards  in  ages  yet  unborn 
Infpir'd  with  Chaucer's'  fire,  who  in  thefe  groves 
Firft  tun'd  the  Britifh  harp  and  little  deem'd  14 

His  humble  dwelling  mould  the  neighbour  be 
Of  Blenheim,  houfe  fuberb  !  to  which  the  throng 
Of  travellers  approaching,  fhal^not  pafs 
His  roof  unnoted,  but  rei'peclful  hail 
With  rev'rence  due.  Such  honour  does  the  Mufe 
Obtain  her  fav'rites  ! — But  the  noble  pile  14 

(My  theme)  demands  my  voice. — O  Shade  ador'd, 
Marlb'  rough !  who  now  above  the  ftarry  i'phere 
D  weir  ft  in  the  palaces  of  heav'n  enthron'd 
Among  the  demigods,  deign  to  defend  15 

This  thy  abode,  while  prefent  here  below 
And  facred  ftill  to  thy  immortal  fame, 
With  tutelary  care :  preferve  it  fafe 
From  Time's  deftroying  hand,  and  cruel  ftroke 
Of  factious  Envy's  more  relentlefs  rage.  15 

Here  may  long  ages  hence  the  Britifh  youth, 
When  honour  calls  them  to  the  field  of  war, 
Behold  the  trophies  which  thy  valour  rais'd, 
The  proud  reward  of  thy  iuccei'sful  toils 
For  Europe's  freedom  and  Britannia's  fame,  1 6 

That  fir'd  with  gen'rous  envy,  they  may  dare 
To  emulate  thy  deeds.— So  fhall  thy  name, 
Dear  to  thy  country,  ftill  inipire  her  ions 
With  martial  virtue,  and  to  high  attempts 
Excite  their  arms,  till  other^battles  won  165 

And  nations  fav'd  new  monuments  require, 
And  other  Blenheims  fhall  adorn  the  land.  167 
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ON  GOOD  HUMOUR. 

WRITTEN  AT  ETON  SCHOOL,  17*9. 

TELL  me,  ye  Sons  of  Phoebus  !  what  is  this 
Which  all  admire,  but  few,  too  few,  poflefs  ? 
A  virtue  'tis  to  ancient  maids  unknown, 
And  prudes  who  fpy  all  faults  except  their  own, 
Lov'd  and  defended  by  the  brave  and  wi!e,  5 

Tho'  knaves  abufe  it  and  like  fools  del'piie. 
Say,  Wyndham !  'iftis  poflible  to  tell, 
What  is  the  thing  in  which  you  moft  excel  ? 
Hard  is  the  queftion,  for  in  all  you  pleate ; 
Yet  fure  good  nature  is  your  noblert  praife  :  10 

Secur'd  by  this  your  parts  no  envy  move, 
For  none  can  envy  him  whom  all  muft  love. 
This  magic  pdw'r  can  make  ev'n  folly  pleafe  ; 
This  to  Pitt's  genius  adds  a  brighter  grace, 
And  fweetens  ev'ry  charm  in  Caelia's  face.  15 

ADVICE  TO  A  LADY,  1731. 

THEcounfelsofafrlend,  Belinda!  hear, 
Too  roughly  kind  to  pleale  a  lady's  ear, 
Unlike  the  flatteries  of  a  lover's  pen, 
Such  truths  as  women  feldom  learn  from  men  ; 
Nor  think  I  praife  you  ill  when  thus  I  fhow  5 

What  female  vanity  might  fear  to  know. 
Some  merit's  mine,  to  dare  to  be  fmcere, 
But  greater's  your  fincerity  to  bear. 

Hard  is  the  fortune  that  your  fex  attends  ; 
Women,  like  princes,  find  few  real  friends  ;  i» 

All  who  approach  them  their  own  ends  puriue  : 
Lovers  and  minitters  -ire  ieldom  true  : 
Hence  oft'  from  ivafon  heed  Ids  Beauty  ftrays, 
And  the  moft  trulted  guide  the  moft  betrays  ; 
Hence  by  fond  dreams  of  fancy'd  pow'r  amus'd,       15 
When  moft  ye  tyrannize  you're  moft  abus'd. 

What  is  your  lex's  earlieit  lateft  care, 
Your  heart's  i'upreme  ambition  ? — To  be  fair. 
For  this  the  toilet  ev'ry  thought  employs, 
Hence  all  the  tails  of  drels  and  all  the  joys,  29 
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For  this,  hands,  lips,  and  eyes,  are  put  to  fchool. 
And  each  inftru&ed  feature  has  its  rule  ; 
And  yet  how  few  have  learnt  when  this  is  giv'n 
Not  to  difgrace  the  partial  boon  of  heav'n  ! 
How  few  with  all  tiieir  pride  of  form  can  move  ! 
How  few  are  lovely  that  are  made  for  love  ! 
Do  you,  my  Fair  !  endeavour  to  poffeis 
An  elegance  of  mind  as  well  as  drefs  ; 
Be  that  your  ornament,  ami  know  to  pleafe 
By  graceful  Nature's  unaffected  ea!e. 

Nor  make  to  dangerous  wit  a  vain  pretence, 
But  wifely  reft  content  with  modeft  feme, 
For  wit,  like  wine,  intoxicates  the  brain, 
Too  ftrong  for  feeble  women  to  fuftain  ; 
Of  thofe  who  claim  it  more  than  half  have  none* 
And  half  of  thofe  who  have  it  are  undone. 

Be  ftill  fuperior  to  your  fex's  arts, 
Nor  think  dimonefty  a  proof  of  parts  : 
For  you  the  plaineft  is  the  wifeft  rule, 
"  A  cunning  woman  is  a  knavifh  fool." 

Be  good  yourfelf,  nor  think  another's  fhame 
Can  raife  your  merit  or  adorn  your  fame. 
Prudes  rail  at  whores,  as  ftatefmen  in  difgrace 
At  minifters,  becaufe  they  wifh  their  place. 
Virtue  is  amiable,  mild,  ferene, 
Without  all  beauty,  and  all  peace  within  j 
The  honour  of  a  prude  is  rage  and  ftorm } 
'Tis  uglinefs  in  its  moft  frightful  form  5 
Fiercely  it  ftands  defying  gods  and  men, 
As  fiery  monfters  guard  a  giant's  den. 

Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  to  be  great  j 
A  woman's  nobleft  ftation  is  retreat  j 
Her  faireft  virtues  fly  from  public  fight, 
Domeftic  worth,  that  muns  too  ftrong  a  light. 

To  rougher  man  Ambition's  tafk  refign  j 
'Tis  ours  in  fenates  or  in  courts  to  mine, 
To  labour  for  a  funk  corrupted  ftare, 
Or  dare  the  rage  of  envy,  and  be  great. 
One  only  care  your  gentle  breaft  fliould  move  j 
Th'  important  bufmefs  of  your  lite  is  love  : 


MISCELLANIES.  31 

To  this  great  point  direft  your  conftant  aim, 
This  makes  your  happinefs,  and  this  your  fame. 

Be  never  cool  reierve  with  paflion  join'd  ; 
With  caution  chuie,  but  then  be  fondly  kind, 
The  lelfifh  heart  that  but  by  halves  is  given,  65 

Shall  find  no  place  in  Love's  delightful  heaven  j 
Here  fweet  extremes  alone  can  truly  blefs  : 
The  virtue  of  a  lover  is  excefs. 

A  maid  unafk'd  may  own  a  well-plac'd  flame  j 
Not  loving  firil  but  loving  wrong  is  fhame.  70 

Contemn  the  little  pride  of  giving  pain, 
Nor  think  that  conqueft juftifies  dildain  : 
Short  is  the  period  of  infulting  power  j 
Offended  Cupid  finds  his  vengeful  hour, 
Soon  will  relume  the  empire  which  he  gave,  7  5 

And  ibon  the  tyrant  fhall  become  the  (lave. 

Bleft  is  the  maid  and  worthy  to  be  bleft, 
Whofe  Ibul  entire  by  him  fhe'loves  pofleft, 
Feels  ev'ry  vanity  in  fondnefs  loft, 
And  afks  no  power  but  that  of  pleafing  mod  :  £o 

Her's  is  the  blifs  in  juft  return  to  prove 
The  honeft  warmth  of  undiffembled  love ; 
For  her  inconftant  man  might  ceafe  to  range, 
And  gratitude  forbid  defire  to  change. 

But  left  harfti  care  the  lover's  peace  deftroy,  85 

And  roughly  blight  the  tender  buds  of  jo/, 
Let  reafon  teach  what  paflion  fain  would  hide, 
That  Hymen's  bands  by  Prudence  fhould  bety'd. 
Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown 
If  angry  Fortune  on  their  union  frown  ;  90 

Soon  will  the  flattering  dream  of  blifs  be  o'er, 
And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more  : 
Then  waking  to  the  fenfe  of  lafting  pain 
With  mutual  tears  the  nuptial  couch  they  ftain, 
And  that  fond  love  which  mould  afford  relief  95 

Does  but  increaie  the  anguifh  of  their  grief, 
While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrows  bear 
Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care. 

Yet  may  you  rather  feel  that  virtuous  pain, 
Than  fell  your  violated  charms  for  gain,  103 
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Than  wed  the  wretch  whom  you  defpile  or  hate 
For  the  vain  glare  of  ufelefs  wealth  or  ftate. 
The  moft  abandoned  proftitutes  are  they 
Who  not  to  love  but  av'rice  falls  a  prey  : 
Nor  aught  avails  the  fpecious  name  of  wife  j  105 

A  maid  lo  wedded  is  a  whore  for  life. 

E'en  in  the  happieft  choice,  where  fav'ring  heaveni 
Has  equal  love  and  eafy  fortune  given, 
Think  not  the  hulband  gained  that  all  is  done  ; 
The  prize  of  happinefs  muft  (till  be  won  ;  no 

And  oft  the  carelefs  find  it  to  their  coft 
The  lover  in  the  humand  may  be  loft  : 
The  Graces  might  alone  his  heart  allure  ; 
They  and  the  Virtues  meeting  muft  fecure. 

Let  e'en  your  prudence  wear  the  pleaiing  drefs    115 
Of  care  for  him  and  anxious  tendernefs. 
From  kind  concern  about  his  weal  or  woe 
Let  each  domeftic  duty  feem  to  flow. 
The  houfhold  fceptre  if  he  bids  you  bear, 
Make  it  your  pride  his  fervant  to  appear  :  no 

Endearing  thus  the  common  acls  of  life 
The  miftrefs  ftill  mail  charm  him  in  the  wife, 
And  wrinkled  age  mail  unobferv'd  come  on 
Before  his  eye  perceives  one  beauty  gone  ; 
E'en  o'er  your  cold,  your  ever-facred  urn,  125  ; 

His  conftant  flame  (hall  unextinguim'd  burn. 

Thus  I,  Belinda!  would  your  charms  improve, 
And  form  your  heart  to  all  the  arts  of  love  : 
The  talk  were  harder  to  fecure  rny  own 
Againft  the  power  of  thoie  already  known,  1 30 

For  well  you  twift  the  fecret  chains  that  bind 
With  gentle  force  the  captivated  mind, 
Skill'd  ev'ry  foft  attraction  to  employ, 
Each  flattering  hope  and  each  alluring  joy. 
I  your  own  genius,  and  from  you  receive 
The  rules  of  pleafmg  which  to  you  I  give.  1 36 
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VERSES 

Written  at  Mi'.  Pope's  Houj'e  at  Twickenham^  'which  he  had  lent  to 
Mrs.  Gre-vilUy  in  Augufl  1735. 

GO,  Thames  !  and  tell  the  bufy  town, 
Not  all  its  wealth  or  pride 
Could  tempt  me  from  the  charms  that  crown 
Thy  rural'flowYy  fide  ;  4 

Thy  flow'ry  fide,  where  Pope  has  plac'd 
The  muftV  green  retreat, 
With  ev'ry  fmile  of  nature  grac'd, 
With  ev'ry  art  complete. 


But  now,  fweet  bard  !  thy  heavenly  fong 

Enchants  us  here  no  more, 

Their  darling  glory  loft  too  long 

Thy  once  lov'd  fhades  deplore.  i  * 

IV. 

Yet  ftill  for  beauteous  Greville's  fake, 
The  mufes  here  remain  ; 
Greville!  whofe  eyes  have  power  to  make 
A  Pope  of  ev'ry  fwain.  16 

AN  IRREGULAR  ODE, 

WRITTEN  AT  WICKHAM  IN    1746. 
To  Mij's  Fortejcue. 

YE  fylvan  fcenes  with  artlefs  beauty  gay, 
Ye  gentle  fhades  of  Wickham  !  lay 
What  is  the  charm  that  each  iuccefiive  year 
Which  fees  me  with  my  Lucy  here, 
Can  thus  to  my  tranlported  heart  5 

A  fenfe  of  joy  unfeit  be-fore  impart  ? 

Is  it  glad  fummer's  balmy  breath,  that  blows 

From  the  fair  jeiVmine  and  the  blufhing  role  ? 

Her  balmy  breath  and  all  her  blooming  llore 

Of  rural  bills  was  here  before  ;  10 

Oft  have  I  met  her  on  the  verdant  fide 

Of  Norvyood  hill,  and  in  the  yellow  meads 

Where  Pan  the  dancing  Graces  leads, 
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Array 'd  In  all  her  flow'ry  pride  ; 

No  tweeter  fragrance  now  the  gardens  yield,  15 

No  brighter  colours  paint  th'  enamelPd  field. 

III. 

Is  it  to  Love  thofe  new  delights  I  owe  ? 
Four  time  has  the  revolving  fun 
His  annual  circle  through  the  zcdiac  run, 
Since  all  that  Love's  indulgent  power  20 

On  favoured  mortals  can  beftow 
Was  givn  me  in  this  aufpicious  bower. 

IV. 

Here  firflmy  Lucy,  fweet  in  virgin  charms, 
Was  yielded  to  my  longing  arms  j 
And  round  our  nuptial  bed 
Hov'ring  with  purple  wings  th'  Idalian  boy 
Shook  from  his  radiant  torch  the  blifsful  fires 
Of  innocent  defires, 

While  Venus  fcatter'd  myrtles  o'er  her  head. 
Whence  then  this  itrange  increafe  of  joy  ?  33 

He,  only  he,  can  tell,  who  matched  like  me, 
(If  fuch  another  happy  man  there  be) 
Has  by  his  own  experience  try'd 
How  much  the  wife  is  dearer  than  the  bride.  34. 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  SAME  LADY. 

A  MONODT,  A.  D    1747. 

41  Ipfe  cava  folans  zgrumreftudine  amorem, 
44  Te  dulcis  conjux,  te  iblo  in  litterefecuro, 

AT  length  efcap'd  from  ev'ry  human  eye, 
From  ev'ry  duty,  ev'ry  care, 

That  in  my  mournful  thoughts  might  claim  a  ihare, 
Or  force  my  tears  their  flowing  ftream  to  dry, 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  this  embowVing  made, 
This  lone  retreat  for  tender  forrow  made, 
I  now  may  give  my  burdenV  heart  relief, 
And  pour  forth  all  my  ftores  of  grief  j 
Of  grief  furpafling  ev'ry  other  woe, 
Far  as  the  pureft  blifs  the  happieit  love  1O 

Can  on  the  ennobled  mind  beftow 
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Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Our  grofs  defires  inelegant  and  low. 

Ye  tufted  groves  !  ye  gently  falling  rills  ! 

Ye  high  o'erfhadowing  hills  !  1 5 

Ye  lawns  !  gay-fmiling  with  eternal  green, 
,  Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  feen  ! 

But  never  (hall  you  now  behold  her  more, 

Nor  will  fhe  now  with  fond  delight 

And  tafte  refin'd  your  rural  charms  explore  :  20 

Clos'd  are  thofe  beauteous  eyes  in  endlefs  night, 

Thofe  beauteous  eyes,  where  beaming  us'd  to  mine 

Reafon's  pure  light  and  Virtue's  {park  divine. 
III. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice  ;  15 

For  her  delpifmg  when  fhe  deign'd  to  ling 

The  fweeteft  fongfters  of  the  fpring, 
I  The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  more, 
!  The  nightingale  was  mute, 

And  ev'ry  fhepherd's  flute  30 

Was  caft  in  filent  fcorn  away, 

While  all  attended  to  her  fweeterlay. 
!  Ye  larks  and  linnets  I  now  refume  your  fong, 

And  thou,  melodious  Philomel ! 

Again  thy  plaintive  {lory  tell,  3^ 

For  death  has  ftopt  that  tuneful  tongue 

Whofe  mufic  could  alone  jour  warbling  notes  excel. 
IV, 

In  vain  I  look  around 

O'er  all  the  well  known  ground 

My  Lucy's  wonted  footfteps  to  defcry,  40 

Where  oft  we  us'd  to  waik, 

Where  oft  in  tender  talk 

We  {'aw  the  fummer  fun  go  down  the  flcy  j 

Nor  by  yon  fountain's  fide, 

Nor  where  its  waters  glide  45 

'    Along  the  valley  can  ihe  now  be  found. 

In  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  profpcft's  ample  bound 
'   No  more  my  mournful  eye 
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Can  aught  of  her  efpy 

But  the  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relics  lie. 

V. 

O  (hades  of  Hagley  !  where  is  now  your  boaft  ? 
Your  bright  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  (he  preferred  to  all  the  gay  reforts 
"Where  female  vanity  might  wifh  to  mine, 
The  pomp  of  cities  and  the  pride  of  courts  : 
Her  modeft  beauties  (hunn'd  the  public  eye  : 
To  your  fequefter'd  dales 
And  flower-embroider'd  vales 
From  an  admiring  world  me  chofe  to  fly  ; 
With  nature  there  retir'd  and  nature's  God 
The  filent  paths  of  wifdom  trod, 
And  banifli'd  ev'ry  paffion  from  her  breaft, 
But  thofe,  the  gentleft  and  the  beft, 
Whole  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  improve, 
The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love. 

VI. 

Sweet  babes !  who  like  the  little  playful  fawns 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant  lawns 
By  your  delighted  mother's  fide, 
Who  now  your  infant  fteps  mail  guide  ? 
Ah  !  where  is  now  the  hand  whofe  tender  care 
To  ev'ry  virtue  would  have  form'd  your  youth, 
And  ftrew'd  with  flowers  the  thorny  ways  of  truth  ? 
O  lofs  beyond  repair ! 
O  wretched  father  !  left  alone 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortune  and  thy  own ! 
How  mall  thy  wealcen'd  mind,  opprefs'd  with  woe, 
And  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave, 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe, 
Now  me,  alas !  is  gone, 
From  folly  and  from  vice  their  helplefs  age  to  fave  ? 

VIT. 

Where  were  ye,  Mufes  !  when  relentlefs  fate 
From  thefe  fond  arms  your  fair  difciple  tore, 
From  thefe  fond  arms,  that  vainly  ftrove 
With  haplefs  ineffectual  love  85 
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To  guard  her  bofom  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 
Could  not  your  fav'ring  power,   Aonian  maids  ! 
Could  not,  alas  !  your  power  prolong  her  date, 
From  whom  fb  oft  in  theie  inlpiring  (hades, 
Or  under  Campden's  mois-clad  mountains  hoar,        90 
;  You  open'd  all  your  iacred  ftore, 
Whate'er  your  ancient  iages  taught, 
Your  ancient  bards  iublimely  thought, 
And  bad  her  raptur'd  bread  with  all  your  fpirit  glow  ? 

VIII. 

Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Caftalia's  plain,  95 

Or  Aganippe's  fount,  your  fteps  detain, 
Nor  in  the  Thei'pian  vallies  did  you  play, 
Nor  then  on  Mincio's*  bank,  , 

Befet  with  ofiers  dank, 

Nor  where  Ciitumnusf  rolls  his  gentle  dream,       100 
Nor  where  through  hanging  woods 
Steep  AnioJ  pours  his  floods, 
Nor  yet  where  Meles|j  or  IluiTas§  ftray. 
Ill  does  it  now  beleem 

That  of  your  guardian  care  bereft  105 

To  dire  diieaie  and  death  your  darling  mould  be  left. 

IX. 

Now  what  avails  it  that  in  early  bloom, 
When  light  fantaftic  toys 

Are  all  her  lex's  joys,  1 09 

With  you  me  iearctTd  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  all  that  in  her  latter  days 
To  emulate  her  ancient  praiie 
Italians  happy  genius  could  produce, 
Or  what  the  Gallic  tire 

Bright  fparkling  could  infpire.,  115 

By  all  the  graces  temper'd  and  refin'd, 
Or  what  in  Britain's  ifle, 
Moil  favoured  with  your  fmile, 

*  The  Mincio  runs  by  Mantua,  the  birth  plnce  of  Virg'1. 
t  The  Clit'.imnus  is  a  river  of  Vmbria,  the  refidence  of  Propertiut. 
t  The  Anioruns  through  Tiber  or  Trivoli,  where  Horace  had  a  villa. 
||  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  from  whtnce  Horccr,  fuppofea  :o  b*  bom 
rn  it  banks,  is  called  Melefigenos. 
^  The  Iliffas  is  a  river  at  Athens. 

D 
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The  powers  of  reafon  and  of  fancy  join'd 
To  full  perfection  have  confpir'd  to  raife  ?  1 20 

Ah  !  what  is  now  the  ufe 
Of  all  theie  treafures  that  enrich'd  her  mind, 
To  black  Oblivion's  gloom  for  ever  now  confign'd  ? 

At  leaft,  ye  Nine!  her  fpotlefs  name 

'Tis  yours  from  death  to  lave,  1 15 

And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  fame 

With  golden  characters  her  worth  engrave. 

Come  then,  ye  virgin  fitters  !  come, 

And  ftrew  with  choiceft  flowers  her  hallow'd  tomb  ; 

But  foremcft  thou,  in  fable  veftment  clad,  130 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad, 

Thou,  plaintive  mule !  whom  o'er  his  Laura's  urn 

Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  mourn, 

O  come  !   and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 

A  more  impaflion'd  tear,  a  more  pathetic  lay.         135 

XI. 

Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
Was  bnghten'd  by  fome  fweet  peculiar  grace  ! 
How  eloquent  in  ev'ry  look 

Through  her  expreflive  eyes  her  foul  diftinftly  fpqke  ! 
Tell  how  her  manners  by  the  world  refin'd  14.0 

Left  all  the  taint  of  modifh  vice  behind, 
And  made  each  charm  of  polim'd  courts  agree 
With  candid  Truth's  fimplicity 
And  uncorrupted  Innocence ! 

Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fenfe  145 

She  join'd  the  foft'ning  influence 
Of  more  than  female  tendernefs ! 
How  in  the  thoughtleis.days  of  wealth  and  joy, 
Which  oft  the  care  of  others  good  deftroy, 
Her  kindly  melting  heart  150 

To  evYy  want  and  ev'ry  woe, 
To  guilt  itfelf,  when  in  diftrefs, 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart, 
And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  beflow ! 
E'en  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  its  life  155 

Beneath  the  bloody  knife 
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Her  gentle  tears  would  fall, 

Tears  from  f'weet  Virtue's  fource,  benevolent  to  all  1 

XII. 

Not  only  good  and  kind, 

But  ttrong  and  elevated  was  her  mind  j  i6« 

A  fpirit  that  with  noble  pride 
Could  look  fuperior  down 
On  Fortune's  fmile  or  frown ; 
That  could  without  regret  or  pain 
To  Virtue's  lowed  duty  iacrifice  165 

Or  int'reft  or  ambition's  higheft  prize  j 
That  injur'd  or  offended  never  try'd 
Its  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintain, 
But  by  magnanimous  difdainj 

A  wit  that  temperately  bright  170 

With  inoffenfive  light 
All  pleafmg  (hone,  nor  ever  paft 
The  decent  bounds  that  Wifdom's  foberhakl, 
And  fweet  Benevolence's  mild  command, 
And  bafhful  Modefty,  before  it  caft;  175 

A  prudence  undeceiving,  undeceiv'd, 
That  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  believ'd, 
That  fcorn'd  unjuft  Suspicion's  coward  fear, 
And  without  weaknefs  knew  to  be  fmcere  ! 
Such  Lucy  was  when  in  her  faireft  days, ,  i  ?o 

Amidft  th'  acclaim  of  univerfal  praiie, 
In  life's  and  glory's  frefheft  bloom, 
Death  came  remorfeleis  on  and  funk  her  to  the  tomb. 

XIII. 

So  where  the  filent  ftreams  of  Liris  glide 
In  the  foft  bofom  of  Campania's  vale,  185 

When  now  the  wintry  tfempefts  all  are  fled 
And  genial  fummer  breathes  her  gtntle  gale, 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  its  beauteous  head, 
Frcm  ev'ry  branch  the;  balmy  flow'rets  rife, 
On  ev'ry  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  feen,  1 90 

With  odours  fweet  it  fills  the  iVniling  fkies, 
The  wood-nymphs  tend  iand  th'  Idali?.n  queen, 
But  in  the  midil  of  all  its  blooming  pride 
Da 
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A  fudden  blaft  froin  Appenninus  blows 

Cold  with  perpetual  ihows,  195 

The  tender  plighted  plant  (brinks  up  its  leaves  and  dies. 

XIV. 

Arife,  O  Petrarch  !   from  th' Elyfian  bowers 
With  never-fading  myrtles  twin'd, 
And  fragrant  with  ambrofial  flowers, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art join'd  j  200 .< 

Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  filver  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  the  fkilful  hand 
To"  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  deiire, 
With  which  o'er  many  a  land 

Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  difaftrous  love  j  205 

To  me  refign  the  vocal  fhell, 
And  teach  my  forrows  to  relate 
Their  melancholy  tale  fo  well 

As  may  e'en  things  inanimate,  209 

Rough  mountain  oaks  and  deiert  rocks  to  pity  move. 

XV. 

What  were,  alas  !  thy  woes  compared  to  mine  ? 
To  thee  thy  miftrefs  in  the  blifsful  band 
Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand  ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine. 
In  thy  domeftic  care  ^  1 5 

She  never  boi£  a  mare, 
Nor  with  endearing  heart 
Would  heal  thy  wounded  art 
Of  evVy  fecret  grief  that  fetter1  d  there  j 
Nor  did  her  fond  affection  on  the  bed  azb 

Of  ficknefs  watch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whole  nights  on  her  unweary'd  arm  iuftain, 
And  charm  away  the  fenle  of  pain  j 
Nor  did  me  crown  your  mutual  flame  224 

With  pledges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender  name. 

XVJ. 

O  beft  of  wives  !  O  dearer  far  to  me 
Than  when  thy  virgin  charms 
Were  yielded  to  my  arms ! 
How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofs  of  thee  ? 
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How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  deiert  grown,  230 

Abandon 'd  and  alone 

Without  my  fweet  companion  can  I  live  ? 

Without  thy  lovely  1'mile, 

The  dear  reward  of  ev'ry  virtuous  toil, 
I  What  pleafures  now  can  pall'd  Ambition  give  ?      235 
I  E'en  the  delightful  fenfe  of  well-earned  praife     [raife. 

Unfliar'd  by  thee  no  more  my  lifelefs  thoughts  could 

XVII. 
'  For  mydiflrac~led  mind 

What  i'uccour  can  I  find  ? 

On  whom  for  confolation  mall  I  call  ?  240 

Support  me  ev'ry  friend, 

Ycurkind  ailiilance  lend 

To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppreflive  woe. 

Alas  !  each  friend  of  mine, 

My  dear  departed  love  !  fo  much  was  thine,  245 

That  none  has  any  comfort  to  beftow. 

My  books,  the  beft  relief 

In  ev'ry  other  grief, 

Are  now  with  your  idea  faddenM  all : 

Each  fav'rite  author  we  together  read  250 

My  tortur'd  mem'ry  wounds,  and  fpeaks  of  Lucy  dead, 

XVIII. 

We  were  the  happieft  pair  of  human  kind. 
The  rolling  year  its  varying  courfe  performed, 
And  back  returned  again, 

Another  and  another  fmiling  came,  255 

And  law  our  happinefs  uncnangM  remain ; 
S^ill  in  her  golden  chain. 
Harmonious  concord  did  our  wifhes  bind, 
Our  ftiulies,  pleafures,  tafte,  the  fame. 
O  fatal  fatal  ftroke  ! 

That  all  this  pleafmg  fabric  Love  had  rais'd 
Of  rare  felicity, 

On  which  e'en  wanton  vice  with  envy  gaz'd, 
And  ev'ry  fcheme  of  blils  our  hearts  had  form'd 
With  foothing  hope  for  many  a  future  day,  a6\j 

In  one  fad  moment  brolce  ! 
Yet",  O  my  foul!-  thy  rifing    urmurs  ftay, 
P\ 
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Nor  dare  th'  all-wife  Difpofer  to  arraign, 
Or  againft  his  iupreme  decree 

With  impious  grief  complain.  270 

That  all  thy  full-blown  joys  at  once  mould  fade 
Was  his  moil  righteous  will — and  be  that  will  obey'd, 

XIX. 

Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  control, 
And  in  thefe  low  abodes  of  fm  and  pain 
Her  pure  exalted  foul  275 

Unjuftly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No — rather  ftrive  thy  grov'ling  mind  to  raife 
Up  to  that  unclouded  blaze, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light, 
In  which  enthron'd  fhe  now  with  pitv  fees  2^0 

How  frail,  how  inlecure,  how  flight, 
Is  ev'ry  mortal  blifs  $ 
E'en  love  itielf,  if  rifmg  by  degrees 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfect,  ftate, 
Whole  fleeting  joys  fo  foon  mull  end,  285 

It  does  not  to  its  fov'reign  good  afcend. 
Rile  then,  my  foul !  with  hope  elate, 
And  leek  thofe  regions  of  lerene  delight 
Whofe  peaceful  path  and  ever  open  gate 
No  feet  but  thole  of  harden'd  guilt  fliall  mifs.}        29^ 
There  Death  himfelf  thy  Lucy  fliall  reftore, 
There  yield  up  all  his  power  e'er  to  divide  you  more. 

VIRTUE  AND  FAME. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  EGREMONT. 

VIRTUE  and  Fame  the  other  day     . 
Happened  to  crofs  each  other's  way; 
Said  Virtue,  "  Hark  ye,  Madame  Fame! 
"  Your  iadyfhip  is  much  to  blame  ;  .'  1 

<£  Jove  bids  you  always  wait  on  me,  5 

"  And  yet  your  face  I  feldom  fee  ; 
"  The  Paphian  queen  employs  your  trumpet, 
u  And  bids  it  praife  fome  handfome  ftrumpet, 
"  Or  tlumd'ring  thro'  the  ranks  of  war, 
(C  Ambition  ties  you  to  her  car,"  10 
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Saith  Fame,  "  Dear  Madam  I  proteft 

I  never  find  myfelf  fo  bleft 

As  when  I  humbly  wait  behind  you  ; 

But  'tis  ib  mighty  hard  to  find  yon, 

In  fuch  obfcure  retreats  you  lurk,  15 

To  (eek  you  is  an  endlefs  work." 

"  Well,"  anfwer'd  Virtue,  "  I  allow 

Your  plea  j   but  hear,  and  mark  me  now. 

I  know,  (without  offence  to  others) 

I  know  the  beft  of  wives  and  mothers,  zo 

Who  never  paiVd  an  ufelefs  day 

In  fcandal,  goffiping,  or  play, 

Whole  modeft  wit  chaftis'd  by  fenfe 

In  lively  cheerful  innocence, 

Whole  heart  nor  envy  knows  nor  fpite,  15 

Whofe  duty  is  her  fole  delight, 
"  Nor  rul'd  by  whim  nor  flave  to  faflxion, 
t{  Her  parents' joy,  her  hufband's  paflion." 

Famei'mil'd,  and  anfwer'd  j  "  On  my  life 
"  This  is  fome  country  parfon's  wife,  30 

**  Who  never  faw  the  Court  nor  Town, 
*'  Whole  face  is  homely  as  her  gown, 
"  Who  banquets  upon  eggs  and  bacon — " 

"  No,  Madam,  no, — you're  much  miftaken — 
<{  I  beg  you'll  let  me  (et  you  right —  35 

"  'Tis  one  with  ev'ry  beauty  bright, 
*'  Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  poliftYd  art 
*{  That  rank  or  fortune  can  impart ; 
"  'Tis  the  moft  celebrated  toall 

tf  That  Britain's  luacious  illecan  boaft  :  40 

"  'Tis  princely  Petworth's  noble  dame, 
"  'Tis  Egremont — Go  tell  it  fame." 

ADDITION  EXTEMPORE, 

BY  EARL  HARDWICKE. 

FAME  heard  with  pleafure — ftraight  reply'd, 
"  Firft  on  my  roll  ftands  Wyndham's  bride  j 
*'  My  trumpet  oft  I've  rais'd  to  found 
"  Her  modeft  praiie  the  world  around,  4 
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"  But  notes  were  wanting. — Canft  thou  find 
"  A  Mule  to  fmg  her  face,  her  mind  ? 
"  Believe  me  I  can  name  but  one, 
<(  A  friend  of  your's — 'tis  Lyttleton."  5 

LETTER  TO  EARL  HARDWICKE, 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING  VERSES. 
MY   LORD, 

A  THOUSAND  thanks  to  your  Lordmip  for  your 
/"JL  Addition  to  my  veries.  If  you  can  write  fuch 
extempore,  it  is  well  for  other  poets  that  you  chole  to. 
be  Lord  Chancellor  rather  than  a  Laureate.  They 
explain  to  me  a  vifion  I  had  the  night  before. 

Methought  I  faw  before  my  feet, 
With  countenance  ferene  and  fweet, 
The  Mufe  who  in  my  youthful  days. 
Had  oft  infpir'd  my  carekfs  lays  $ 
She  fmil'd,  and  faid, "  Once  more  I  fee  5 

**  My  fugitive  returns- to  me  ; 
*'  Long  had  I  loft  you  from  my  bowY, 
*'  You  fcornvd  to  own  my  gentle  pow'r  j 
*'  With  me  no  more  your  genius  {ported^ 
*'  The  grave  hiftoricMufe  you  courted,  10 

**  Or  rais'd  from  earth  with  {training  eyes, 
11  Purfu'd  Urania  thro'  the  Ikies  ; 
"  But  now  to  ray  forfaken  track 
"  Fair  Egremont  has  brought  you  back  i 
"  Norblufh  by  her  and  Virtue  led,  15 

'•*  That  foft,  that  pleafmg  path  to  tread  j 
"  For  there  beneath  to-morrow's  ray 
«  E'en  Wifdom's  felf  mall  deign  to  play. 
'•'  Lo !  to  my  flow'ry  groves  and  fprings 
'*  Her  fav'rite  font-he  goddefs  brings  ao 

"  The  councils  and  the  fenate's  guide, 
*'  Law's  oracle,  the  nation^  pride  j 
"  He  comes,  he  joys  with  thee  to  join 
"  Infinging  Wyndham's  charms  divine  j. 
'•'  To  thine  he  adds  his  nobler  lays,  45 

' c  E'en  thee,  my  Friend  !   he  deigns  to  praife. 
*'  Enjoy  that  praife,  nor  envy  Pitt 
**  His  fame  with  burgeis  o:  with  cit  j 
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"  For  lure  one  line  from  fuch  a  bard 

'*  Virtue  would  think  her  beft  reward."  ;,o 

HYMN  TO  ELIZA. 

MADAM,  before  your  feet  I  lay 
This  ode  upon  your  wedding  day, 
The  firft  indeed  I  ever  made, 
For  writing  odes  is  not  my  trade  : 
My  head  is  full  of  houlchold  cares  5 

And  neceffary  dull  affairs  j 
BcTides  that  fometimes  jealous  frumps 
Will  put  me  into  doleful  dumps, 
And  then  no  clown  beneath  the  Iky 
Was  e'er  more  ungallant  than  I:  jo 

For  you  alone  I  now  think  fit 
To  turn  a  poet  and  a  wit — 
For  you,  whole  charms  I  know  not  how 
Have  pow'r  to  i'mooth  my  wrinkled  brow, 
And  make  me,  tho'  by  nature  ftupid,  1 5 

As  brifk  and  as  alert  as  Cupid. 
Thefe  obligations  to  repay, 
Whene'er  your  happy  nuptial  day 
Shall  with  the  circling  years  return, 
For  you  my  torch  (hail  brighter  burn  20 

Than  when  you  firft  my  pow'r  ador'd, 
Nor  will  I  call  myfelf  your  Lord. 
But  am  (as  witnefs  this  my  hand) 
Your  humble  iervant  at  command.  HYMEN. 

Dear  Child  !   let  Hymen  not  beguile  25 

You,  who  are  i'uch  a  judge  of  ftylr, 
To  think  that  he  thefe  veries  made 
Without  an  abler  penman's  aid  ; 
Obierve  them  well,  you'll  plainly  fee 
That  ev'ry  line  was  writ  by  me.  CUPID. 

ON  READING  MISS  CARTER'S  POEMS. 

JN  MANUSCRIPT. 

SUCH  were  the  notes  that  ftruck  the  wond'ring  ear 
Of  filent  Night,  when  on  the  verdant  banks 
|     Of  Siloe's  hallow'd  brook  celeftial  harps, 
!    According  to  leraphic  voices  lung 
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*'  Glory  to  God  on  high,  and  on  earth  5 

"  Peace  and  goodwill"  to  men !" — Relume  the  lyre, 
Chantrefs  divine  !  and  ev'ry  Briton  call 
Its  melody  to  hear — fo  mall  thy  ftrains, 
More  powerful  than  the  long  or  Orpheus,  tame, 
The  favage  heart  of  brutal  Vice,  and  bend  10 

At  pure  Religion's  ihrine  theftubborn  knees 
Of  bold  Impiety, — Greece  fhall  no  more 
Of  Lefbian  Sappho  boaft,  whole  wanton  Mufe 
Like  a  falfe  Siren,  while  (he  charm'd,  feduc'd 
To  guilt  and  ruin.     For  the  facred  head  i  5 

Of  Britain's  poetefs  the  Virtues  twine 
A  nobler  wreath,  by  them  from  Eden's  grove 
Unfading  gather'd,  and  direct  the  hand 
Of to  fix  it  on  her  brows.  19 

MOUNT  EDG  ECUMBE. 

THE  Gods  on  thrones  celeftial  feated, 
By  Jove  with  bowls  of  nectar  heated, 
All  on  Mount  Edgecumbe  turn'd  their  eyes : 
"  That  place  is  mine,"  great  Neptune  cries  j 
"  Behold  how  proud  o'er  all  the  main  5 

"  Thofe  ftately  turrets  feem  to  reign! 
'*  No  views  fo  grand  on  earth  you  fee  t 
t(  The  mafter  too  belongs  to  me  ; 
"  I  grant  him  my  domain  to  (hare  j 
u  I  bid  his  hand  my  trident  bear."  IO 

"  The  fea  is  your's  but  mine  the  land," 
Pallas  replies.  "  By  me  were  plann'd 
"  Thofe  towYs,  that  hoipital,  thofe  docks, 
"  That  fort  which  crowns  thofe  ifland  rocks  : 
t{  The  lady  too  is  of  my  choir,  ,-,  ,-h-jr  *S 

**  I  taught  her  hand  to  touch  the  lyre, 
"  With  ev'ry  charm  her  mind  I  grac'd, 
**  I  gave  her  prudence,  knowledge,  tafte." 
"  HolJ.,  Madam  !"  interrupted  Venus, 
"  The  lady  muft  be  fliar'd  between  us ;  20 

"  And  i'urely  mine  is  yonder  grove, 
"  So  fine,  fo  dark,  fo  fit  for  love, 
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"  Trees  fuch  as  In  th'  Idalian  glade 
11  Or  Cyprian  lawn  my  palace  made." 

Then  Oreads,  Dryads,  Naiads,  came,  25 

Each  nymph  alledg'd  her  lawful  claim. 

But  Jove,  to  finifh  the  debate, 
Thus  fpoke,  and  what  he  fpeaks  is  fate : 
"  Nor  god  nor  goddefs  great  or  fmall 
"  That  dwelling  his  or  her's  may  call, 
"  I  made  Mount  Edgecumbe  for  you  all."  3 1 

INVITATION. 

TO  THE  DOWAGER.  DUTCHESS  D'AIGUILLON. 

WHEN  Peace  (hall  on  her  downy  wing 
To  France  and  England  Friendfhip  bring, 
Come,  Aiguillon  !  and  here  receive 
That  homage  we  delight  to  give 

To  foreign  talents,  foreign  charms,  5 

To  worth  which  Envy's  felf  diiarms 
Of  jealous  hatred  :  come  and  love 
That  nation  which  you  now  approve  : 
So  (hall  by  France  amends  be  made 
(If  fuch  a  debt  can  e'er  be  paid)  10 

For  having  with  feducing  art 
From  Britain  ftol'n  her  Harvey's  heart.  11. 

SOME  ADDITIONAL  STANZAS 

TO  ASTOLFO'S  VOYAGE  TO  THE  MOON, 

IN  ARIOSTO. 

WHEN  now  Aftolfo,  ftor'd  within  a  vafe, 
Orlando's  wits  had  fafely  brought  away, 
He  turn'd  his  eyes  towards  another  place 
Where  cloiely  cork'd  ummmber'd  bottles  lay.  4. 

Of  fineft  cryftal  were  thofe  bottles  made, 

Yet  what  was  there  enclos'd  he  could  not  fee, 

Wherefore  in  humble  wife  the  faint  he  pray'd 

To  tell  what  trea!u;e  there  conceaPd  might  be.  8 

"•  A  wondroxis  thing  it  is,"  the  faint  reply'd, 

"  Yet  undefined  by  any  mortal  wight, 

"  An  airy  eflence  not  to  be  defcry'd, 

"  Subtle  and  thin,  that  Maidenhead  is  light.  i  z 
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"  From  earth  each  day  in  troops  they  hither  come 
"  And  fill  each  hole  and  corner  of  the  Moon, 
"  For  they  are  never  eafy  while  at  home, 
"  Nor  ever  owner  thought  them  gone  too  foon.          1 6 

"  When  here  arriv'd  they  are  in  bottles  pent, 

**  For  fear  they  mould  evaporate  again, 

"  And  hard  it  is  a  priibn  to  invent 

"  So  volatile  a  ipirit  to  retain.  ',  20 

"  Thofe  that  to  young  and  wanton  girls  belong, 
"  Leap,  bounce,  and  fly,  as  if  they'd  burft  the  glafs, 
"  But  thole  that  have  below  been  kept  too  long 
"  Are  fpiritlefs,  and  quite  decay 'd,  alas  !"'  24, 

So  fpake  the  faint,  and  wonder  feiz'd  the  knight, 

As  of  each  vefTel  he  th'  infcription  read, 

For  various  fecrets  that  were  brought  to  light 

Of  which  Report  on  earth  had  nothing  faid.  28 

Virginities  that  clofe  confined  he  thought 
In  th'  other  world  he  found  above  the  fky ; 
His  filler's  and  his  coufin's  there  were  brought, 
Which  made  him  fwear  tho'  good  St.  John  was  by.  34 

But  much  his  wrath  increased  when  he  efpy'd 
That  which  was  Chloe's  once,  his  miftrefs  dear: 
"  Ah,  falfe  and  treach'rous  Fugitive!"  he  cry'd, 
"  Little  I  deem'd  that  I  mould  meet  thee  here.          36 

"  Did  not  thy  owner  when  we  parted  laft 

"  Promile  tq  keep  thee  fate  for  me  alone  ? 

"  Scarce  of  our  abfence  three  (hort  months  are  paft, 

"  And  thou  already  from  thy  poft  art  flown.  40 

<c  Be  not  enragM,"  reply'd  th'  Apoftle  kind — 

"  Since  that  this  Maidenhead  is  thine  by  right, 

"  Take  it  away,  and  when  thou  haft  a  mind 

"  Carry  it  thither  whence  it  took  its  flight."  44. 

"  Thanks,  lioly  Father!"  quoth  the  joyous  knight, 

"  The  Moon  mall  be  no  lofer  by  your  grace  j 

'*  Let  me  but  have  the  u(e  on't  for  a  night, 

"  And  I'll  reftore  it  to  its  prefent  place."  48 
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ELEGY. 

TELL  me,  my  heart!  fond  flave  of  hopelefs  love, 
And  doom'd  its  woes  without  its  joys  to  prove, 
Cnnft  them  endure  thus  calmly  to  erafe 
The  dear,  dear  image  of  thy  Delia's  face  ? 
Canft  thou  exclude  that  habitant  divine  5 

To  place  fome  meaner  idol  in  her  (hrine  ? 
O  tnlk  for  feeble  Reaibn  too  fevere  ! 
O  ieffun  nought  could  teach  me  but  defpair  ! 
Muft  I  forbid  my  eyes  that  heavn'ly  fight 
They've  view'd  fo  oft1  with  languishing  delight  ?     10 
Mufl  my  ears  fhun  that  voice  whofe  chaiming  found 
Seem  'd  to  relieve  while  it  increased  my  wound  ? 
O  Waller !  Petrarch  !  you  who  tun'd  the  lyre 
To  the  fbft  notes  of  elegant  defire, 
Tho1  Sidney  to  a  rival  gave  her  charms,  15 

Tho'  Laura  dying  left  her  lover's  arms, 
Vet  were  your  pains  lefs  exquifite  than  mine  j 
*Tis  eafier  far  to  lole  than  to  reftgn !  1 8 

PROLOGUE  TO  THOMSON'S  CORIOLANUS. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  QUIN. 

I  COME  not  here  your  candour  to  implore 
For  fcenes  whole  author  is,  alas!  no  more  ; 
He  wants  no  advocate  his  caufe  to  plead  ; 
You  will  yourfelves  be  patrons  of  the  dead. 
No  party  his  benevolence  confin'd,  5 

No  feel — alike  it  flow'd  to  all  mankind. 
He  lov'd  his  friends,  (forgive  this  gufhing  tear  ; 
Alas  !  I  feel  I  am  no  aftor  here) 
He  lov'd  his  friends  with  fuch  a  warmth  of  heart, 
So  clear  of  int'reft,  fo  devoid  of  art,  lo 

Such  gen'rous  friendfhip,  fuch  unfhaken  zeal, 
No  words  can  fpeak  it,  but  our  tears  may  tell. — 
O  candid  truth  !    O  faith  without  a  ftain  ! 
O  manners  gently  firm  and  nobly  plain ! 
O  fympathizing  love  of  others  blifs  !  15 

Where  will  you  find  another  breaft  like  his  ? 
E 
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Such  was  the  man — the  Poet  well  you  know, 

Oft  has  he  touched  your  hearts  with  tender  woe, 

Oft  in  this  crowded  houfe  with  jull  applaufe 

You  heard  him  teach  fair  virtue's  pureft  laws  ;         20 

For  his  chafte  Mule  employed  her  heav'n  -taught  lyre 

None  but  the  nobleft  paffions  to  ini'pire ; 

Not  one  immoral  one  corrupted  thought, 

One  line  which  dying  he  could  wifli  to  blot. 

Oh  !  may  to  night  your  favourable  doom  25 

Another  laurel  add  to  grace  his  tomb, 
Whilft  he  luperior  now  to  praife  or  blame, 
Hears  not  the  feeble  voice  of  human  fame. 
Yet  if  to  thole  whom  moft  on  earth  he  lov'd, 
From  whom  his  pious  care  is  now  removed,  30 

With  whom  his  liberal  hand  and  bounteous  heart, 
Shar'd  all  his  little  fortune  could  impart, 
If  to  thofe  friends  your  kind  regard  mall  give, 
What  they  no  longer  can  from  his  receive. 
That,  that,  ev'n  now,  above  yon  ftarry  pole, 
May  touch  with  pleafiire  his  immortal  foul.  3$ 

EPILOGUE 

TO  LILLO'S  ELMERICK. 

YOU,  who  fupreme  o'er  ev'ry  work  of  wit, 
In  judgment  here,  unaw'd,  unbiased,  lit 
The  Palatines  and  Guardians  of  the  pit  j 
If  to  your  minds  this  merely  modern  play 
No  uleful  fenfe,  no  gen'rous  warmth,  convey  ;  5 

If  fuftian  here  thro'  each  unnat'ral  fcene, 
In  ftrain'd  conceits  found  high,  and  nothing  mean  j 
If  lofty  dulnefs  for  your  vengeance  call, 
Like  Elmerick  judge,  and  let  the  guilty  fall : 
But  if  fimplicity,  with  force  and  fire,  i^ 

Unlabour'd  thoughts  and  artlefs  words,  infpire ; 
If,  like  the  action  which  theie  fcenes  relate, 
The  whole  appear  irregularly  great ; 
If  maller-ftrokes  the  nobler  pafTions  move, 
Then,  like  the  king,  acquit  us,  and  approve.         1 5 
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TO  THE  REV.  DR.  AYSCOUGH, 

AT  OXFORD. 
Wnttenjrom  Pans  in  the  Year  1728. 

O  AY,  deareft  friend  !  how  roll  thy  hours  away, 
k3  What  p  leafing  ftudy  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 
Doft  thou  the  facred  volumes  oft  explore 
•  Of  wile  antiquity's  immortal  lore, 
Where  virtue  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd  5 

At  once  axalts  and  polifhes  tlfc  mind  ? 
How  different  from  our  modern  guilty  art, 
Which  pieales  only  to  corrupt  the  heart, 
Whole  curs'"  d  refinements  odious  vice  adorn, 
And  teach  to  honour  what  we  ought  to  fcorn !  10 

Doft  thou  in  fage  hiftorians  fcorn  to  fee 
How  Roman  greatnefs  role  with  liberty, 
How  the  lame  hands  that  tyrants  durft  control, 
Their  empire  ftretch'd  from  Atlas  to  (he  pole, 
Till  wealth  and  conqueft  into  flaves  refin'd,  15 

The  proud  luxurious  mafters  of  mankind  ? 
Doft  thou  in  letter'd  Greece  each  charm  admire, 
Each  grace,  each  virtue,  freedom  could  infpire, 
Yet  in  her  troubled  ftate  fee  all  the  woes, 
And  all  the  crimes  that  giddy  faction  knows,  z:> 

Till  rent  by  parties,  by  corruption  fold, 
Or  weakly  carelefs,  or  too  ramly  bold, 
She  funk  beneath  a  mitigated  doom, 
The  flavc  and  tut'reis  of  prote&ing  Rome  ? 

Does  calm  philoibphy  her  aid  impart  25 

1  To  guide  the  paflions  and  to  mend  the  heart  ? 

Taught  by  her  precepts,  haft  thou  learn'd  the  end 
i  To  which  alone  the  wile  their  ftudies  bend, 
For  which  alone  by  Nature  were  defign'd 
The  pow'rs  of  thought — to  benefit  mankind  ?  3,0 

Not  like  a  cloyiter'd  drone  to  read  and  dole, 
I  In  undeierving  undeferv'd  repofe  5 
|  But  Reafon's  influence  to  diffufe,  to  clear 
TV  eniighten'd  world  of  ev'ry  gloomy  iear, 
E  -2. 
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Difpel  the  mifts  of  error,  and  unbind  35 

Thole  pedant  chains  that  clog  the  freeborn  mind. 
Happy  who  thus  his  leifure  can  employ  ! 
He  knows  the  pureft  liours  of  tranquil  joy  j 
Nor  vex'd  with  pangs  that  buiier  bofoms  tear, 
Nor  loft  to  Ibcial  virtue's  pleafmg  care,  40 

Safe  in  the  port,  yet  lab'ring  to  iultain 
Thole  who  (till  float  on  the  tempeftuous  main. 

So  Locke  the  days  of  ftudious  quiet  1'pent, 
So  Boyle  in  wifdom  found  divine  content, 
So  Cambray,  worthy  of  a  happier  doom,  45 

The  virtuous  Have  of  Ltmis  and  of  Rome, 

Good  Wor'fter*  thus  fupports  his  drooping  age, 
Far  from  court -flatt'ry,  far  from  party  rage  j 
He  who  in  youth  a  tyrant's  frown  defy'd, 
Firm  and  intrepid  on  his  country's  lide,  50 

Her  boldeft  champion  then  and  now  her  mildeft  guide ! 
O  gen'rous  warmth !  O  fanclity  divine  ! 
To  emulate  his  worth  my  friend  !  be  thine  : 
Learn  from  his  life  the  duties  of  the  gown, 
Learn  not  to  flatter  nor  infult  the  crown,  55 

Nor  bafely  fervile  court  the  guilty  great, 
Nor  raife.thc  church  a  rival  to  the  itate  : 
To  error  mild,   to  vice  alone  levere, 
Seek  not  to  fpread  the  law  of  love  by  fear : 
The  prieil  who  plagues  the  world  can  never  mend  j   69 
No  foe  to  man  was  e'er  to  God  a  friend, 
Let  realbn  and  let  virtue  faith  maintain, 
All  force  but  theirs  is  impious,  weak,  and  vain. 

Me  other  cares  in  o'her  climes  enp-age, 
Cares  that  become  my  birth  and  liiit  my  age,  65 

In  various  knowledge  to  improve  my  youth, 
And  conquer  prejudice,  woril  foe  to  truth, 
By  foreign  arts  clomeilic  faults  to  mend, 
Enlarge  my  notions  and  my  views  extend, 
The  uieiul  icience  of  the  world  to  know,  70 

Which  books  can  never  teach,  or  pedants  mow. 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and  admire, 
Whom  nobleft  fentiments  of  glory  fire, 

*  Bp.  HougJx. 
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Yet  taught  by  cuftorrfs  force  and  bigot  fear 
To  ferve  with  pride  and  boaft  the  yoke  they  bear,    75 
Whole  nobles  born  to  cringe  and  to  command, 
In  courts  a  mean,  in  camps  a  gen'rous  band, 
From  each  low  tool  of  pow'r  content  receive 
Thofe  laws  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europe  give  j 
Whofe  people  (vain  in  want,  in  bondage  bleft,          80 
Though  plundered  gay,  induftrious  though  oppreft) 
With  happy  follies  rife  above  their  fate, 
The  jcit  and  envy  of  each  wifer  ftate. 

Yet  here  the  Mufes  deign'd  a  while  to  fport 
In  the  mort  funfhine  of  a  fav'ring  court :  85 

Here  Boileau,  Itrong  in  fenie  and  fharp  in  wit, 
Who  from  the  ancients  like  the  ancients  writ, 
PermhTiongain'd  inferior  vice  to  blame, 
By  flatt'ring  incenfe  to  his  ma  Her' s  fame  j 
Here  Moliere,  fir  ft  of  comic  wits  excelled  90 

Whate'er  Athenian  theatres  beheld, 
By  keen  yet  decent  fatire  flcill'd  to  pleafe, 
With  morals  mirth  uniting,  ftrength  witheafe: 
Now  charmM  I  hear  the  bold  Corneille  infpire 
Heroic  thoughts  with  Shakefpear's  force  and  fire  j    95 
Now  fweet  Racine  with  milder  influence  move 
The  ibftenM  heart  to  pity  and  to  love. 

With  mingled  pain  and  plealure  I  furvey 
The  pompous  works  of  arbitrary  fwny, 
Proud  palaces  that  drain'd  thefubjecls'  ftore  100 

Ra'ufd  on  the  ruins  of  th'  opprefs'd  and  poor, 
Where  e'en  mute  walls  are  taught  to  flatter  ftate, 
And  painted  triumphs  ftyle  Ambition  great*. 
With  more  delight  thofe  pleafing  fhades  I  view 
Where  Conde  from  an  envious  court  withdrewf,      105 
Where  fiek  of  glory,  fadYion,  power,  and  pride, 
(Sure  judge  how  empty  all  who  all  had  try'd  !  ) 
Beneath  his  palms  the  weary  chief  reposM, 
And  life's  great  fcene  in  quiet  virtue  clos'd. 

With  fhame  that  other  fam'd  retreat  I  fee,  i  IQ 

Adorn"d  by  art,  difgrac'd  by  luxury  J, 

*  The  victories  of  Louis  XIV.  paintedin  the.galleries  of  vcrfaillcs, 
i  Cbanrilly.  t  St.  Cloud. 

E  3 
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Where  Orleans  wafted  ev'ry  vacant  hour 

In  the  wild  riot  of  unbounded  power, 

Where  feverifh  debauch  and  impious  love 

Stain'd  the  mad  table  and  the  guilty  grove.  115 

With  theie  amufements  is  thy  friend  detained, 
Pleas'd  and  inftru&ed  in  a  foreign  land  ; 
Yet  oft  a  tender  wifh  recals  my  mind 
From  prefent  joys  to  dearer  left  behind. 
O  native  lile  i  fair  Freedom's  happieft  feat!  11*1 

At  thought  of  thee  my  bounding  pulie's  beat ; 
At  thought  of  thee  my  heart  impatient  burns, 
And  all  my  country  on  my  foul  returns  ; 
When  Ihall  I  fee  thy  fields,  whole  plenteous  grain 
No  power  canravifh  from  th'  induftrious  fvvain  ?     115, 
When  kifs  with  pious  love  the  facred  earth 
That  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Ruflel  birth  ? 
When  in  the  made  of  laws  that  long  have  ftood 
Propt  by  their  care,  or  ftrengthen'd  by  their  blood, 
Of  fearlels  independence  wifely  vain,  1 30 

The  proudeft  flave  of  Bourbon's  race  difdain  ? 

Yet  oh  !  what  doubt,  what  fad  prefaging  voice 
Whifpers  within,  and  bids  me  not  rejoice, 
Bids  me  contemplate  ev'ry  ftate  around, 
From  fultry  Spain  to  Norway's  icy  bound ;  13$] 

Bids  their  loft  rights  their. ruin'd  glories  fee, 
And  tells  me  thefe  like  England  once  were  free !     1 37 

TOMR.POYNTZ, 

AMBASSADOR  AT  THE  CONGRESS  OF  SOISSONS,  1728. 

Written  at  Paris. 

OTHOU  !  whofe  friendfhip  is  my  joy  and  pride, 
Whole  virtues  warm  me,and  whole  precepts  guide  j 
Thou  !   to  whom  greatnefs  rightly  underftood 
Is  but  a  larger  power  of  being  good  j 
Say,  Poyntz  !    amidft  the  toil  of  anxious  ftate  5 

Does  not  thy  fecret  foul  defire retreat? 
Doft  thou  not  wifli  (the  talk  of  glory  done) 
Thy  bufy  life  at  length  might  be  thy  own, 
That,  to  thy  lov'd  philolbphy  refign'd, 
No  care  might  ruffle  thy  unbended  mind  ?  T.  : 
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Juft  is  the  wifh,  for  fure  the  happielt  meed 
To  favour  man  by  fmiling  Heaven  decreed 
Is  to  refleft  at  eafe  on  glorious  pains, 
And  calmly  to  enjoy  what  virtue  gains. 

Not  him  I  praife  who  from  the  world  retired,        15 
By  no  enlivVmpr,  gen  You  s  pa/lion  fir'd, 
On  flow'ry  couches  (lumbers  life  away, 
And  gently  bids  his  active  powers  decay, 
Who  fears  bright  Glory's  awful  face  to  fee, 
And  muns  renown  as  much  as  infamy  ;  20 

But  blelVd  is  he  who  exercis'd  in  cares, 
To  private  leifure  public  virtue  bears, 
Who  tranquil  ends  the  race  he  nobly  run, 
And  decks  repofewith  trophies  labour  won. 
Him  Honour  follows  to  the  fecret  (hade,  45 

And  crowns  propitious  his  declining  head  ; 
In  his  retreat,  their  harps  the  Mules  rh'ing, 
For  him  in  lays  unbought  fpontaneous  fing  j 
Friend/hip  and  Truth  on  all  his  moments  wait, 
Pleas'd  with  retirement  better  than  with  ftate  ;  30 

And  round  the  bow'r  where  humbly  great  he  lies 
Fair  olives  bloom  or  verdant  laurels  rile. 

So  when  thy  country  fhall  no  more  demand 
The  needful  aid  of  thy  fullaining  hand, 
When  Peace  rettor'd  mall  on  her  downy  wing  35 

Secure  repoie  and  carelefs  leifure  bring, 
Then  to  the  flindes  of  learned  eafe  retired, 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  admir'd, 
Among  thy  books  and  friends  thou  (halt  poflefs 
Contemplative  and  quiet  happinefs,  40 

Pleas'd  to  review  a  life  in  honour  fpent, 
And  painful  merit  paid  with  fweet  content. 
Yet  though  thy  hours  unclogg'd  with  forrow  roil, 
Tho'  Wifdom'call  and  Science  feed  thy  foul, 
One  dearer  blil's  remains  to  be  pofleft,  45 

That  only  can  improve  and  crown  the  reft. 

Permit  thy  friend  this  fecret  to  reveal, 
\Vhich  thy  own  heart  perhaps  would  better  tell : 
The  point  to  which  our  Iweeteft  paflions  move 
J»  to  be  truly  lov'd  and  fondly  love,  50 
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This  is  the  charm  that  fmooths  the  troubled  breaft, 
Friend  of  our  health  and  author  of  our  reft, 
Bids  every  gloomy  vexing  paffion  fly, 
And  tunes  each  jarring  ftring  to  harmony. 
E'en  while  I  write  the  name  of  love  infpires  55 

More  pleafmg  thoughts  and  more  enlivening  fires, 
Beneath  his  power  my  raptured  fancy  glows, 
And  ev'ry  tender  verfe  more  fweetly  flows. 
Dull  is  the  privilege  of  living  free  ; 
Our  hearts  were  never  formed  for  liberty  :  60 

Some  beauteous  image  well  imprinted  there 
Can  beft  defend  them  from  coni'uming  care. 
In  vain  to  grovt- s  and  gardens  we  retire, 
And  Nature  in  her  rural  works  admire ; 
Tho'  grateful  thefe,  yet  thei'e  but  faintly  charm  ;     65 
They  may  delight  us,    but  can  never  warm. 
May  f bm e  fair  eyes,  my  friend,  thy  boibm  fire 
With  pleafmg  pangs  of  ever  gay  defire, 
And  teach  thee  that  foft  fcience  which  alone 
Still  to  thy  fearching  mind  refts  (lightly  known.       70 
Thy  foul,  though  great,  is  tender  and  refin'd, 
To  friend  (hip  ienfible,  to  love  inclined, 
And  therefore  long  thou  canft  not  arm  thy  breaft 
Againft  the  entrance  of  fo  fweet  a  gueft. 
Hear  what  th'  infpiring  Mules  bid  me  tell,  75 

For  heaven  mall  ratify  what  they  reveal : 

"  A  choien  bride  mall  in  thy  arms  be  plac'd, 
tf  With  all  th'  attractive  charms  of  beauty  grac'd, 
'  Whofe  wit  and  virtue  mall  thine  own  exprefs, 
'  DHtinguifiVd  only  by  their  fofterdrefs  :  g» 

*  Thy  greatneis  me  or  thy  retreat  ihall  fhare, 
'  Sweeten  tranquillity,  or  foften  care  j 
'  Her  frniles  the  tailed  of  ev'ry  joy  mall  raife, 
(  And  add  new  pleaiare  to  renown  and  praife  ?          84. 
"  Till  charm'd   you   own  the   truth  my  verfe  would 
"  That  happinefs  is  near  ally'd  to  love."  [prove, 

VERSES 

TO  BE  WRITTEN  UNDER  A  PICTURE  OF  MR.  POYNTZ. 

SUCH  is  thy  form,  O  Poyntz  !  but  who  fhall  find 
A  handor  colours  to  exprefs  thy  mind  ? 
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A  mind  unmov'd  by  ev'ry  vulgar  fear, 
In  a  f'alie  world  that  dares  to  be  fincere  ; 
Wife  without  art,  without  ambition  great,  5 

Tho'  firm  yet  pliant,  active  tho'  ledate. 
With  all  the  richeft  (lores  of  learning  fraught, 
Yet  better  ftill  by  native  prudence  taught  : 
That,  fond  the  griefs  of  the  diftrels'd  to  heal, 
Can  pity  frailties  it  could  never  feel :  10 

That  when  Misfortune  fu'd,  ne'er  fought  to  know 
What  feel,  what  party,  whether  friend  or  foe  j 
That  fix'd  on  equal  virtue's  temp'rate  laws, 
Defpiies  calumny,  and  Ihuns  applaufe  j 
That  to  its  own  perfections  fingly  blind, 
Would  for  another  think  this  praife  defign'd.  16 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR,  POPE. 

FROM   ROME,  1730. 

IMMORTAL  bard  !    for  whom  each  Mufe  has  wove 
The  faireft  garlands  of  th'  Aonian  grove, 
Prefery'd  our  drooping  genius  to  reitore, 
When  Add iibn  and  Congreve  are  no  more  j 
After  fo  many  ftars  extinct  in  night,  5 

The  darken'd  age's  laft  remaining  light ! 
To  thee  from  Latian  realms  this  verie  is  writ, 
Infpir'd  by  memory  of  ancient  wit : 
For  now  no  more  theie  climes  their  influence  boaft, 
Fall'n's  their  glory  and  their  virtue  loft  j  i© 

From  tyrants  and  from  prielts  the  Mules  fly, 
Daughters  of  Rea'bn  and  or"  Liberty. 
Nor  Baiae  now  nor  Umbria's  plains  they  love, 
Nor  on  the  banks  of  Nar  or  Mincio  rove  j 
To  Thames's  flow'ry  borders  they  retire,  15 

And  kindle  in  thy  breaft  the  Roman  fire. 
So  in  the  fhades  where  checr'd  with  fummer  rays 
Melodious  linnets  warbled  iprightly  lays, 
Soon  as  the  faded  falling  leaves  complain 
Of  gloomy  Winter\s  unauipicious  reign,  ao 

No  tuneful  voice  is  heard  of  joy  or  love, 
But  mournful  filence  laddens  all  the  grove, 
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Unhappy  Italy  i  whofe  alter'd  itate 
Has  felt  the  worft  feverity  of  fate. 
Not  that  barbarian  han  Is  her  fafces  broke,  25 

And  bow'd  her  haughty  neck  beneath  their  yoke, 
Nor  that  her  palaces  to  earth  are  thrown, 
Her  cities  defert  and  her  fields  unibwn  j 
But -that  her  ancient  fpirit  is  decay'd, 
That  f acred  wifdom  from  her  bounds  is  fled,  3* 

That  there  the  fource  of  fcience  flows  no  more, 
Whence  its  rich  ftreams  fupply'd  the  world  before. 

Illuftrious  names  that  once  in  Latium  fhin'd, 
Born  to  inftruct  and  to  command  mankind, 
Chiefs  by  whole  virtue  mighty  Rome  was  rais'd,      35 
And  poets  whom  thofe  chiefs  fublimely  prais'd ! 
Oft  I  the  traces  you  have  left  explore, 
Yourafhes  vifit  and  your  urns  adore, 
Oft  kifs  with  lips  devout  fome  mouldering  ftone 
With  ivy's  venerable  made  o'ergrown,  4° 

Thofe  hallow 'd  ruins  better  pleas 'd  to  fee 
Than  all  the  pomp  of  modern  luxury. 

As  late  on  Virgil's  tomb  frefh  flowers  I  ftrewM, 
While  with  th'  infpiring  Mule  my  bofom  gkw'd, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  bays  my  ravim'd  eyes  45 

Beheld  the  poet's  awful  form  arile. 

"  Stranger,"  be  laid,  "  whofe  pious  hand  has  paid 
"  Thefe  grateful  rites  to  my  attentive  ftiade, 
tl  When  thou  (halt  breathe  thy  happy  native  air, 
**  To  Pope  this  meflage  from  his  mafter  bear :  50 

"  Great  Bard  !    whofe  numbers  I  myfelf  inipire, 
"  To  whom  I  gave  my  own  harmonious  lyre, 
**  If  high  exalted  on  the  throne  of  wit, 
"  Near  me  and  Homer  thou  afpire  to  fit, 
"  No  more  let  meaner  fatire  dim  the  rays  55 

"  That  flow  majeltic  from  thy  nobler  bays  ; 
"  In  all  the  flow'ry  paths  of  Pindus  Itray, 
**  But  fhun  that  thorny  that  unpleafing  v/ay, 
"  Nor  when  each  ibft  engaging  mule  is  thine, 
"  Addrefs  the  leaft  attractive  of  the  nine.  60 

"  Of  thee  more  worthy  were  the  tafk  to  raife 
**  Alaiting  column  to  thy  country's  praife, 
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"  To  fmg  the  land  which  yet  alone  can  boaft 
"  That  liberty  corrupted  Rome  has  loft, 
"  Where  Science  in  the  arms  of  Peace  is  laid,  65 

*'  And  plants  her  palm  befide  the  olive's  made. 
"  Such  was  the  theme  for  which  my  lyre  I  ftrung, 
**  Such  was  the  people  whofe  exploits  I  lung, 
<e  Brave,  yet  refin'd  j  for  arms  and  arts  renown"1  d  ; 
*'  With  different  bays  by  Mars  and  Venus  crown'd  j 
"  Dauntlefs  oppofers  of  tyrannic  fway,  71 

"  But  pleased  a  mild  Auguftus  to  obey. 

11  If  theie  commands  iubmiflive  thou  receive, 
"  Immortal  and  unblam'd  thy  name  ftiall  live, 
*'  Envy  to  black.  Cocytus  fhall  retire,  75 

"  And  howl  with  furies  in  tormenting  fire, 
"  Approving  Time  (hall  confecrate  thy  lays, 
"  And  join  the  patriot's  to  the  poet's  praiie.'"'  78 


TO  LORD  HARVEY, 

IN  THE  YEAR   1730.    FROM  WORCESTERSHIRE. 

*'  Strenua  nos  excrcct  inertia  :  navihus  atque 

41  Quadrlpis  petimus  bene  virere  :  quod  petis,  hie  eft  ; 

"  Eu  ulubris,  animus  si  te  now  deficit  sequus."  HOR. 

FAV'RITE  of  Venus  and  the  tuneful  Nine, 
P  llio  !  by  Nature  form'd  in  courts  to  mine, 
Wilt  thou  once  more  a  kind  attention  lend 
To  thy  long  abfent  and  forgotten  friend, 
Who  after  feas  and  mountains  wander'd  o'er,  5 

Returned  at  length  to  his  own  native  more, 
From  all  that's  gay  retired,  and  all  that's  great, 
Beneath  the  (hades  of  his  paternal  feat 
Has  found  that  happinefs  he  fought  in  vain 
On  the  fam'd  banks  of  Tiber  and  of  Seine?  10 

'Tis  not  to  view  the  well  -proportioned  pile, 
The  charms  of  Titian's  and  of  Raphael's  ityle, 
At  foft  Italian  founds,  to  melt  away, 
Or  in  the  fragrant  groves  of  myrtle  ftray, 
That  lulls  the  tumults  of  the  foul  to  reft,  15 

Or  makes  the  fond  pofftffor  truly  bleft  : 
In  our  own  breafts  the  iburce  of  plea  lure  lies 
Still  open  and  iliil  flowing  to  the  wife, 
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Not  forc'd  by  toilibme  art  and  wild  deiire 

Beyond  the  bounds  of"  Nature  to  aipire,  20 

But  in  its  proper  channels  gilding  fair 

A  common  benefit  which  all  may  mare  : 

Yet  half  mankind  this  eafy  good  dii'dain, 

Nor  relim  happinefs  unbought  by  pain  j   [is  vain. 

Falf'e  is  their  flare  of  blifs,  and  thence  their  fearch 

So  idle  yet  ib  rertlefs  are  our  minds,  2<5 

We  climb  the  Alps  and  brave  the  raging  winds  ; 

Thro1  various  toils  to  feek  content  we  roam, 

Which  with  but  thinking  right  were  ours  at  home: 

For  not  the  ceaJelefs  change  of  fhifted  place  30 

Can  from  the  heart  a  fettled  grief  erafe, 

Nor  can  the  purer  balm  of  foreign  air 

Heal  the  diftemper'd  mind  of  aching  care. 

The  wretch  by  wild  impatience  driv'n  to  rove, 

Vext  with  the  pangs  of  ill-requited  love.  35 

From  pole  to  pole  the  fatal  arrow  bears, 

Whole  rooted  point  his  bleeding  bofom  tears, 

With  equal  pain  each  diff'rent  clime  he  tries, 

And  is  himfelf  that  torment  which  he  flies. 

For  how  fliould  iJ[ls,  which  from  our  pafTions  flow 
Be  chang'd  by  Afric's  heat,  or  RufnVs  ihow  ?        41 
Or  how  can  aught  but  pow'rful  reaibn  cure 
What  from  unthinking  fc  lly  we  endure  ? 
Happy  is  he  and  he  alone  who  knows 
His  heart's  uneafy  diiicord  to  compofe,  4.5 

In  genVous  love  of  other's  good  to  find 
The  fweeteit  pleafures  of  the  focial  mind, 
To  bound  his  wifties  in  their  proper  iphere, 
To  nourifh  pleafuig  hope  and  conquer  anxious  fear  : 
This  was  the  wifdom  ancient  iages  taught,  50 

This  was  the  iov'rcign  good  th  ;y  jnftiy  fought, 
This  to  no  place  or  climate  is  c  nfi.. .\«, 
But  the  free  native  produce  of  ti-c  nind. 

Nor  think,  my  Lord,  that  court  >  to  you  deny 
The  ufeful  practice  of  philoibphy  :  ^5 

Horace,  the  wiieli  of  the  tuneful  choir, 
Not  always  choie  from  greatnefs  to  retire, 
But  in  the  palace  of  Auguflus  knew 
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The  fame  unerring  maxims  to  purfue 

Which  in  the  Sabine  or  the  Veiian  fliades  60 

His  itudy  and  his  happinefs  he  made. 

May  you,  my  Friend  !  by  his  example  taught, 
View  all  the  giddy  fcene  with  Ibber  thought, 
Undazzled  evYy  glittering  folly  fee, 
And  in  the  midft  of  flavim  forms  be  free  j  6  5 

In  its  own  centre  keep  your  fteady  mind, 
Let  prudence  guide  you,  but  let  honour  bind  : 
In  (how,  in  manners,  aclthe  courtier's  part, 
But  be  a  country  gentleman  at  heart.  69 

TO  MR.  GLOVER, 

ON  HIS  POEM  OF  LEONIDAS. 

Written  in  the  Tear  1734. 

GO  on  my  Friend  !  the  noble  tafk  purfue, 
And  think  thy  genius  is  thy  country's  due : 
To  vulgar  wits  inferior  themes  belong, 
But  Liberty  and  Virtue  claim  thy  fong. 
Yet  ceafe  to  hope,  tho'  grac'd  with  ev'ry  charm,       5 
The  patriot  verie  will  cold  Britannia  warm  j 
Vainly  thou  ftriv'ft  our  languid  hearts  to  raiie 
By  great  examples  drawn  from  better  days  : 
No  longer  we  to  Sparta's  fame  aipire, 
What  Sparta  fcorn'd  inftrufted  to  admire,  10 

Nurs'd  in  the  love  of  wealth,  and  form'd  to  bend 
Our  narrow  thoughts  to  that  inglorious  end. 
No  gen'rous  purpole  can  enlarge  the  mind, 
No  Tbcial  care,  no  labour  for  mankind, 
Where  mean  lelf-infreft  ev'ry  paffion  guides,  T  5 

In  camps  commands,  in  cabinets  prefidcs, 
Where  Luxury  confumes  the  guilty  ftore, 
And  bids  the  villain  be  a  flave  for  more. 

Hence,  wretched  Nation  !   all  thy  woes  arife, 
Avow'd  corruption,  licensed  perjuries,  20 

Eternal  taxes,  treaties  for  a  day, 
Servants  that  rule,  and  Senates  that  obey. 

O  People,  far  unlike  the  Grecian  rase, 
That  deems  a  virtuous  poverty  difgrace, 
That  ruffe rs  public  wrongs  and  public  fhame,  15 

In  council  inibient,  in  aclion  tame  ! 
F 
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Say,  what  is  now  th'  ambition  of  the  great  ? 

Is  it  to  raife  their  country's  linking  Hate, 

Her  load  of  debt  to  eaie  by  frugal  care, 

Her  trade  to  guard,  her  harrafs'd  poor  to  fpare  ?         3® 

Is  it  like  honeil  Somers  to  infpire 

The  love  of  laws  and  freedom's  facred  fire  ? 

Is  it  like  wife  Godoiphin  to  fultain 

The  balanced  world,  and  boundleis  pow'r  reftrain  ? 

Or  is  the  mighty  aim  of  all  their  toil  35 

Only  to  aid  the  wreck  and  mare  the  fpoil  ? 

On  each  relation,  friend,  dependent,  pour 

With  partial  wantonneis  the  golden  fliow'r, 

And,  fenc'd  by  itrong  corruption,  to  defpife 

An  injur'd  nation's  unavailing  cries  ?  40 

Roufe,  Britons  !  rouie  :  if  fenie  of  fhame  be  weak, 

Let  the  loud  voice  of  threatening  danger  fpeak. 

Lo  !  France,  as  Perfia  once,  o'er  ev'ry  land 

Prepares  to  itretch  her  all-oppreffing  hand. 

Shall  England  fit  regardlels  and  fed  ate,  45 

A  clam  ipec~latrefs  of  the  gen'ral  fate, 

Or  call  forth  all  her  virtue,  and  oppofe 

Like  valiant  Greece  -her  own  and  Europe's  foes  ? 

O  let  us  feize  the  moment  in  our  pow'r ; 

Our  follies  now  have  reach'd  the  fatal  hour :  5® 

No  later  term  the  angry  gods  ordain  ; 

This  crifis  loft,  we  mall  be  wife  in  vain. 

And  thou,  great  Poet !  in  whofe  nervous  lines 
The  native  majefty  of  Freedom  mines, 
Accept  this  friendly  praife,  and  let  me  prove  55 

My  heart  not  wholly  void  of  public  love; 
Tho'  not  like  thee  I  ftrike  the  founding  firing 
To  notes  which  Sparta  might  have  deign'd  to  fing, 
But  idly  fporting  in  the  fecret  made 
With  tender  trifles  footh  fome  artlefs  maid.  6» 

TO  MR.  WEST,  AT  WICKHAM*. 

Written  in  the  Year  1740. 

FAIR  Nature's  fweet  fimplicity, 
With  elegance  refin'd 

*  Sec  the  Infci-iptioa  in  Mr.  Weft's  Poems. 
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Well  hi  thy  feat,  my  Friend  !   I  fee, 
But  better  in  thy  mind.  4 

II. 

To  both  from  courts  and  all  their  ftate 
Eager  I  fly,  to  prove 
Joys  far  above  a  courtier's  fate, 
Tranquillity  and  love.  8 

TO  WILLIAM  PITT,  ESQ. 

ON  HIS  LOSING  HIS  COMMISSION 
In  tbe  Tear  1736. 

LONG  had  thy  virtues  mark'd  thee  out  for  fame, 
Far  far  fuperior  to  a  Cornet's  name  : 
The  gen'rous  Walpole  faw  and  griev'd  to  find 
So  mean  a  poftdifgrace  that  noble  mind  : 
The  fervile  ftandard  from  thy  free-born  hand 
He  took,  and  bade  thee  lead  the  patriot  band.  6 

TO  COLONEL  DRUMGOLD. 

DRUMGOLD !  \vhofe  anceftors  from  Albion's  more 
Their  conq'ring  ftandards  to  Hibernia  bore, 
Tho'  now  thy  valour,  to  thy  country  loft, 
Shines  in  the  foremoft  ranks  of  Gallia's  hoft, 
Think  not  that  France  (hall  bor-ow  all  thy  fame —  5 
From  Britifh  fires  deriv'd  thy  genius  came  j 
Its  force,  its  energy,  to  rheie  it  ow'd, 
But  the  fair  polifh  Gallia's  clime  beftow'd  ; 
The  Graces  there  each  ruder  thought  refin'd, 
And  livelieft  wit  with  foundeft  fenle  combined  j       10 
They  taught  in  fportive  Fancy's  gay  attire 
To  drei's  the  graveft  of  th'  Aonian  choir 
And  gave  to  ibber  Wifdom's  wrinkled  cheek 
The  Imile  that  dwells  in  Hebe's  dimple  fleck. 
Pay  to  each  realm  the  debt  tha^.  each  may  aflc  :         15 
Be  thine  and  thine  alone  the  pieafing  tafk 
In -pureft  elegance  of  Gallic  phrail- 
To  clothe  the  fpirit  of  the  Brilifh  lays. 
Thus  ev'ry  flower  which  ev'ry  Mule's  hand 
Has  rais'd  profufe  in  Britain's  fuv'rite  land  ao 

Fz 
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By  thee  tranfplanted  to  the  banks  of  Seine, 

Its  iweeteft  native  odours  (hall  retain  ; 

And  when  thy  noble  friend,   with  olive  crown'd, 

In  concord's  golden  chain  has  firmly  bound 

The  rival  nations,   thou  for  both  fhalt  raife  25 

The  grateful  long  to  his  immortal  praife. 

Albion  mail  think  (he  hears  her  Prior  fing, 

And  France  that  Boileau  ftrikes  the  tuneful  firing  : 

Then  flialt  thou  tell  what  various  talents  joirTd 

Adorn,  embellifh,    and  exalt  his  mind  ;  30 

Learning  and  wit  with  i'weet  politenefs  grac'd, 

Wii'dom  by  guile  or  cunning  undebafed, 

By  pride  unfully'd,  genuine  dignity, 

A  noble  and  fublime  fimplicity. 

Such  in  thy  verfe  fhall  Nivernois  be  mown  ;  35 

France  mail  with  joy  the  fair  refemblance  own, 

And  Albion  lighing  bid  her  fongs  afpire 

To  imitate^the  merit  they  admire.  38 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

WITH  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VENICE  PRESERVED. 

IN  tender  Otway's  moving  fcenes  we  find 
What  power  the  gods  have  to  your  lex  afllgn'd  $ 
Venice  was  loft  if  on  the  brink  of  fate 
A  woman  had  not  propt  her  linking  ftate : 
In  the  dark  danger  of  that  dreadful  hour  5 

Vain  was  her  fenate's  wifdom,  vain  its  power ; 
But  fav'd  by  Belvidera's  charming  tears, 
Still  o'er  the  liibjeft  main  her  tow'r  (he  rears, 
And  Hands  a  great  example  to  mankind 
With  what  a  boundlefs  fway  you  rule  the  mind,       10 
Skilful  the  worft  or  nobleft  eals  to  ferve, 
And  ttrong  alike  to  ruin  or  prelerve. 

In  wretched  Jaffier  we  with  pity  view 
A  mind  to  honour  falie,  to  virtue  true, 
In  the  wild  ftorm  of  ftruggling  paflions  toft,  i  j 

Yet  faving  innocence,  though  fame  was  lott, 
Greatly  forgetting  what  heow'd  his  friend, 
His  country  which  had  wrong'd  him  to  defend. 
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But  (he  who  urg'd  him  to  that  pious  deed, 
Who  knew  fo  well  the  patriot's  caule  to  plead,         20 
Whole  conq'ring  love  her  country's  fafety  won, 
Was  by  that  fatal  love  herlelf  undone.  [hide, 

*  "  Hence  may  we  learn  what  paffion  fain  would 
"  That  Hymen's  bands  by  Prudence  mould  be  try'd. 
"  Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown         25 
"    If  angry  Fortune  en  their  union  frown  j 
"  Soon  will  the  flatt'ring  dreams  of  joy  be  o'er, 
"  And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more : 
"  Then  waking  to  the  lenie  of  lading  pain, 
"  With  mutual  tears  the  bridal  couch  they  ftain,    3* 
"  And  that  fond  love  which  mould  afford  relief 
"  Does  but  augment  the  anguifh  of  their  grief, 
"  While  both  could  eafier  their  own  ibrrows  bear 
"  Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care." 

May  all  the  joys  in  Love  and  Fortune's  pow'r       35 
Kindly  combine  to  grace  your  mrptial  hour  ! 
On  each  glad  day  may  plenty  fhow'r  delight, 
And  warmed  rapture  blefs  each  welcome  night ! 
May  Heav'n,  that  gave  you  Belvidera's  charms, 
Deftine  fome  happier  Jaffier  to  your  arms,  40 

Whofe  blifs  misfortune  never  may  allay, 
Whole  fondnefs  never  may  thro'  care  decay, 
Whofe  wealth  may  place  you  in  the/aireft  light, 
And  force  each  modeft  beauty  into  fight ! 
So  mall  no  anxious  want  your  peace  deftroy,  45 

No  tempeft  crufli  the  tender  buds  of  joy, 
But  all  your  hours  in  one  gay  circle  move, 
Nor  reafon  ever  difagree  with  love !  48 

TO  MISS  LUCY  FORTESCUE. 

ONCE  by  the  Mufe  alone  infpir'd 
I  lung  my  amorous  ftrains  j 
No  ferious  love  my  boibm  nVd, 
Yet  every  tender  maid  deceived, 
The  idly-mournful  talebeliev'd 

*  The  twelve  follo\wing  lines,  with  fome  fmall  variations,  have  been  a[. 
ready  printed  in  Advice  to  a  Lady,  p.  31 ;  but  as  Lord  Lyttleton  chofe  t» 
introduce  them  here,  it  was  thought  more  eligible  torspea;  thefeftw  lines 
*UH  tofupprefs  the  reft  of  the  poem. 
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And  wept  my  fancy 'd  pains. 
But  Venus  now  to  puniih  me 
For  having  feign'd  fo  well, 
Has  made  my  heart  fo  fond  of  thee 
That  not  the  whole  Aonian  choir 
Can  accents  foft  enough  infpire 
Its  real  flame  to  tell. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WITH  HAMMOND'S  ELEGIES. 

ALL  that  of  love  can  be  expreft 
In  thefe  foft  numbers  fee, 
But,  Lucy  !  would  you  know  the  reft 
It  muft  be  read  in  me. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

TO  him  who  in  an  hour  muft  die 
Not  fwifter  feems  that  hour  to  fly 
Than  (low  the  minutes  feem  to  me 
Which  keep  me  from  the  fight  of  thee. 

Not  more  that  trembling  wretch  would  give 
Another  day  or  year  to  live 
Than  I  to  fhorten  what  remains 
Of  that  long  hour  wliich  thee  detains. 

III. 

Oh  !  come  to  my  impatient  arms, 
Oh  I  come  with  all  thy  heav'nly  charms, 
At  once  to  juftify  and  pay 
The  pain  I  feel  from  this  delay. 

TO  THE  SAME 

TO  eafe  my  troubled  mind  of  anxious  care 
Laft  night  the  fecret  caflcet  I  explored 
Where  all  the  letters  of  my  abfcnt  fair 
(His  richeft  .treafure)  careful  love  had  fiord. 

II. 

In  ev'ry  word  a  magic  fpell  I  found 
Of  pow'r  to  charm  each  bufy  thought  to  reft, 
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Tho1  ev'ry  word  increas'd  the  tender  wound 
Of  fond  defire  ftill  throbbing  in  my  breaft.  8 

III 

So  to  his  hoarded  gold  the  mifer  fteals, 
And  lofes  ev'ry  ibrrow  at  the  fight, 
Yet  wifhes  ftill  for  more,  nor  ever  feels 
Entire  contentment  or  iecure  delight.  i  a 

IV. 

Ah  !  mould  I  lofe  thee  my  too  lovely  maid  I 
Couldft  thou  forget  thy  heart  was  ever  mine, 
Fear  not  thy  letters  mould  the  change  upbraid  j 
My  hand  each  dear  memorial  (hall  refign.  16 

Not  one  kind  word  mall  in  my  povv'r  remain 

A  painful  witnefs  of  reproach  to  thee  j 

And  left  my  heart  mould  ftill  their  fenfe  retain, 

My  heart  mall  break  to  leave  thee  wholly  free.         20 

A  PRAYER  TO  VENUS. 

IN    HER    TEMPLE    AT    STOWE. 

To  the  Same. 

FAIR  Venus  !  whole  delightful  (hrine  furveys 
Its  front  reflected  in  the  filver  lake, 
Thefe  humble  ofFrings  which  thy  fervant  pays, 
Fremflow'rs,  and  myrtle  wreaths,  propitious  take.     4 

If  lefs  my  love  exceeds  all  other  love 

Then  Lucy's  charms  all  other  charms  excel, 

Far  from  my  breaft  each  foothing  hope  remove, 

And  there  leofad  defpair  for  ever  dwell.  8 

III. 

But  if  my  foul  is  fill'd  with  her  alone, 
No  other  wifh  nor  other  obje£l  knows, 
Oh,  make  her  goddefs  !  make  her  all  my  own, 
And  give  my  trembling  heart  fecure  repofe  !  i» 

No  watchful  fpies  I  afk  to  guard  her  charms, 
No  walls  of  brafs,  no  fteel-defenJed  door; 
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Place  her  but  once  within  my  circling  arms, 
Love's  fureft  fort,  and  I  will  doubt  no  more.  16 

TO  THE  SAME. 

ON  HFR  PLEADIN'G  WANT  OF  TIME. 

ON  Tharnes's  bank  a  gentle  youth 
For  Lucy  figh'd  with  matchlefs  truth, 
Ev'n  when  he  ligh'd  in  rhyme  j 
The  lovely  maid  his  flame  returned, 
And  would  with  equal  warmth  have  burn'd,  5 

But  that  me  had  not  time. 

II. 

Oft  he  repinr'd  with  eager  feet 
In  fecret  (hades  his  fair  to  meet, 
Beneath  th'  accuftonTd  lime  ; 

She  would  have  fondly  met  him  there,  10 

And  heal'd  with  love  each  tender  care, 
But  that  me  had  not  time. 

III. 

t(  It  was  not  thus,  inconftant  maid  !  "" 
"  You  afted  once,"  the  fliepherd  faid, 
f<  Wrhen  love  was  in  its  prime."  I  c 

She  griev'd  to  hear  him  thus  complain, 
And  would  have  writ  to  eaie  his  pain, 
But  that  me  had  not  time. 

IV. 

How  can  you  acT:  fo  cold  a  part  ? 
No  crime  of  mine  has  changed  your  heart,  z« 

If  love  be  not  a  crime. — 
We  fooii  muft  part  for  months,  for  years.— 
She  would  have  anfwer'd  with  her  tears, 
But  that  (lie  had  not  time.  44. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

YOUR  fhape,  your  lips,  your  eyes,  are  ftill  the  fame, 
Still  the  bright  object  of  my  conilant  flame  j 
But  where  is  now  the  tender  glance  that  ftolc 
With  genUe  fweetnefs  my  enchanted  foul, 
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Kind  fears,  impatient  wiflies,  loft  defires,  5 

Each  melting  charm  that  love  alone  ini'pires  ? 
Thefe,  theie  are  loit  j  and  I  behold  no  more 
The  maid  my  heart  delighted  to  adore. 
Yet  ftill  unchanged,  ftili  doting  to  excefs, 
I  ought,  but  dare  not  try,  to  love  you  lels  j  10 

Weakly  I  grieve,  unpity'd  I  complain, 
But  not  unpunifh'd  (hall  your  change  remain  j 
For  you,  cold  Maid  !  whom  no  complaints  can  move, 
Were  far  more  bleft  when  you  like  me  could  love.     14. 

TO  THEbAME. 

WHEN  I  think,  on  your  truth  I  doubt  you  no  more* 
I  blame  all  the  fears  I  gave  way  to  before  ; 
I  fay  to  my  heart  "  Be  at  reft,  and  believe     [leave/* 
"  That  whom  once  me  has  choien  ihe  never  will 

II. 

But,  ah !  when  I  think  on  each  ravifhing  grace          5 
That  plays  in  the  fmiles  of  that  heavenly  face, 
My  heart  beats  again  j  I  again  apprehend 
Some  fortunate  rival  in  ev'ry  friend.  8 

in. 

Thefe  painful  fufpicions  you  cannot  remove, 
Since  you  neither  can  leflen  your  charms  nor  my  love, 
But  doubts  caus'd  by  paffion  you  never  can  blame, 
For  they  are  not  ill  founded,  or  you  feel  the  fame,    iz 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WITH    A   NEW   WATCH. 

WITH  me  while  prefent  may  thy  lovely  eyes 
Be  never  turn'd  upon  this  golden  toy, 
Think  ev'ry  pleafmg  hour  too  iwiftly  flies, 
And  meafure  time  by  joy  fucceeding  joy  I  4 

But  when  the  cares  that  interrupt  our  blifs 

To  me  not  always  will  thy  fight  allow, 

Then  oft  with  kind  impatience  look  on  thisj 

Then  ev'ry  minute  count--  as  I  do  now.  8 
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WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCXXXII. 

WHEN  Delia  on  the  plain  appears, 
Aw'd  by  a  thoufand  tender  fears, 
I  would  approach  but  dare  not  move  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart  !  if  this  be  love  ?  ,i 

Whene'er  fhe  fpeaks,  my  ravifhM  ear 

No  other  voice  but  her's  can  hear, 

No  other  wit  but  her's  approve: 

Tell  me,  my  heart  !  if  this  be  love  ?  8 

If  me  fome  other  youth  commend, 

Tho'  I  was  once  his  fondeft  friend, 

His  inftant  enemy  I  prove  : 

Tell  me,  my  heart  f  if  this  bejove  ?  ia 

When  (he  is  abfent,  I  no  more 

Delight  in  all  that  pleas'd  before, 

The  cleared  ipring  or  fliadieft  grove  : 

Tell  me,  my  heart  !  if  this  be  love  ?  1  6 

When  fond  of  power,  of  beauty  vain, 

Her  nets  me  fpread  for  ev'ry  fwain, 

I  ftrove  to  hate,  but  vainly  ftrove  : 

Tell  me,  my  heart  !  if  this  be  love  ?  z* 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  TN  THE  YEAR  MDCCXXXIII. 


heavy  hours  are  almoft  paft 
JL    That  part  my  love  and  me  j 
My  longing  eyes  may  hope  at  lafl 
Their  only  wifh  to  fee. 

But  how,  my  Delia!  will  you  meet 
The  man  you've  loft  fo  long  ? 
Will  love  in  all  your  pulfes  beat, 
And  tremble  on  your  tongue  ? 

Will  you  in  evVy  look  declare 
Your  heart  is  Hill  the  fame, 
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And  heal  each  idly  anxious  care 

Our  fears  in  abience  frame  ?  i  * 

Thus,  Delia !  thus  I  paint  the  fcene 

When  fhortly  we  fhall  meet, 

And  try  what  yet  remains  between 

Of  loit'ring  time  to  cheat.  1 6 

But  if  the  dream  that  iboths  my  mind 

Shall  falie  and  groundlefs  prove, 

If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  find 

You  have  forgot  to  love  j  ao 

All  I  of  Venus  afk  is  this, 

No  more  to  let  us  join, 

But  grant  me  here  the  flatt'ring  blifs 

To  die  and  think  you  mine.  24. 

SONG. 
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SAY,  Myra  !  why  is  gentle  Love 
A  ftranger  to  that  mind 
Which  pity  and  efteem  can  move, 
Which  can  be  juft  and  kind  ?  4 

Is  it  becaufe  you  fear  to  fhare 

The  ills  that  love  moleft, 

The  jealous  doubt  the  tender  care 

That  rack  the  am'rous  bread  ?  8 

Alas  !  by  fome  degree  of  woe 

We  ev'ry  blii's  mutt  gain  : 

The  heart  can  ne'er  a  tranfport  know 

That  never  feels  a  pain.  i% 
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PART  OF  AN  EPITAPH 

ON  LADY  LYTTLETON. 

MADE  to  engage  all  hearts  and  charm  all  eyes, 
Tho'  meek,  magnanimous  j  tho'  witty,  wife  ; 
Polite  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been, 
Yet  good  as  me  the  world  had  never  feen  j 
The  noble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind 
With  gentle  female  tendernefs  combin'd.  6 

Her  fpeech  was  the  melodious  voice  of  Love, 
Her  forig  the  warbling  of  the  vernal  grove, 
Her  eloquence  was  fweeter  than  her  long, 
Soft  as  her  he-art,  and  as  her  reafon  ftrong  ; 
Her  form  each  beauty  of  her  mind  exprett  j 
Her  mind  was  Virtue  by  the  Graces  drcft.  iz 

EPITAPH 

ON  CAPTAIN  GRENVILLE. 

YE  weeping  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues  !  tell 
If,  fmce  yoxir  all-accomplim'd  Sidney  fell, 
You  or  afflicted  Britain  e'er  deplored 
A  lofs  like  that  thefe  plaintive  lays  record  ! 
Such  fpotlefs  honour,  fuch  ingenuous  truth,  5 

Such  ripen'd  wifdom  in  the  bloom  of  youth ! 
So  mild,  fo  gentle,  fo  compos'd  a  mind, 
To  fuch  heroic  warmth  and  courage  join'd  ! 
He  too,  like  Sidney,  nurs'd  in  Learning's  anus, 
For  nobler  war  forfook  her  fofter  charms  j  ic 

Like  him,  poffeis'd  of  ev'ry  pleafmg  art, 
The  fecret  wim  of  ev'ry  female's  heart ; 
Like  him  cut  off  in  youthful  glory's  pride, 
He  unrepining  for  his  country  dy'd.  it 

EPITAPH  ON  CAPT.  CORNWALL, 

SLAIN  OFF  TOULON,  MDCCXLIII. 

THO'  Britain's  genius  hung  her  drooping  head, 
And  mourn'd  her  ancient  naval  glory  fled, 
On  that  fam'dday  when  France  combin'd  with  Spain 
Strove  for  the  wide  dominion  of  the  main, 


EPITAPH. 

Yet,  Cornwall!  all  with  general  voice  agree 
To  pay  the  tribute  of  applaufe  to  thee, 
When  his  bold  chief  in  thickeft  fight  engag'd 
Unequal  war  with  Spain's  proud  leader  wag'd, 
With  indignation  mov'd,  he  timely  came 
To  refcue  from  reproach  his  country's  name  ; 
^Jiniccefs  too  dearly  did  his  valour  crown, 
He  lav'd  his  leader's  life,  but  loft  his  own. 
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DAMON  AND  DELIA. 

IN   IMITATION   OF  HORACE   AND  LYDIA. 

Written'™  the  Tear  1732. 

DAMON. 

TELL  me,  ray  Delia  !  tell  me  why 
My  kindeft,  fondeft  looks  you  fly  ? 
What  means  this  cloud  upon  your  brow? 
Have  I  offended  ?  tell  me  how. 
Some  change  has  happen'd  in  your  heart, 
Some  rival  there  has  ftol'n  a  part  ; 
Reafon  thefe  fear's  may  diiapprove, 
But  yet  I  fear  becaufe  I  love. 

DELIA.  Firft  tell  me,  Damon,  why  to-dav 
At  Belvidera's  feet  you  lay? 
Why  with  fuch  warmth  her  charms  you  prais'd, 
And  ev'ry  trifling  beauty  rais'd, 
As  if  you  meant  to  let  me  fee 
Your  flatt'ry  is  not  ail  for  me  ? 
Alas  !  too  well  your  fex  I  knew, 
Nor  was  fo  weak  to  think  you  true. 

DAMON.  Unkind!  my  falfehood  to  upbraid 
When  your  own  orders  I  obey'd  j 
You  bid  me  try,  by  this  deceit, 
The  notice  of  the  world  to  cheat, 
And  hide  beneath  another  name 
The  fecret  of  our  mutual  flame. 

DELIA.  Damon,  your  prudence  I  confefs, 
But  let  me  wifh  it  had  been  lefs  ; 
Too  well  the  lover's  part  you  play'd, 
With  too  much  art  your  court  you  made  j 
Had  it  been  only  art,  your  eyes 
Would  not  have  join'd  in  the  difguife. 

DAMON.  Ah  !  ceafe  thus  idly  to  moleft 
With  groundlefs  fears  thy  virgin  breaft. 
While  thus  at  fancy'd  wrongs  you  grieve, 
To  me  a  real  pain  "you  give. 
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DELIA.  Though  well  I  might  your  truth  diftruft, 
My  fooli/h  heart  believes  you  juft  j 
Realon  thi»  faith  may  diiapprove, 
But  I  believe  becaufe  I  love. 

HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE.  IV. 

WRITTEN  AT  OXFORD,  MDCCXXV*. 

Qualem  mimftrum  fulminis  a/item,  &c. 

AS  the  wing'cl  minifter  of  thund'ring  Jove, 
To  whom  he  gav^  his  dreadful  bolts  to  bear, 
Faithful  f  afliftant  of  his  matter's  love, 
King  of  the  wandlring"  nations  of  the  air.  4 

When  balmy  breezes  fann'd  the  vernal  fky, 

On  doubtful  pinions  left  his  parent  neft, 

In  flight  eflays  his  growing  force  to  try, 

While  inborn  courage  fir'd  his  gen'rous  breaft  j          8 

III. 

Then  darting  with  impetuous  fury  down, 
The  flocks  he  flaughter'd,  an  unpra&is'd  foe, 
Now  his  ripe  valour  to  perfection  grown, 
The  Icaly  ihake  and  crefted  dragon  know  j  iz 

IV. 

Or  as  a  lion's  youthful  progeny, 
Wean'd  from  his  favage  dam  and  milky  food, 
The  gra?,ing  kid  beholds  with  fearful  eye, 
Dooiri'd  firit  to  ftain  his  tender  fangs  in  blood  j          16 

V. 

Such  Dru(us,  young  in  arms,  his  foes  beheld, 
The  Alpine  Rhseti,  long  unmatched  in  right, 
So  were  their  hearts  with  abjecl  horror  quell'd, 
So  funk  their  haughty  fpirits  at  the  fight.  24 

TamM  by  a  boy,  the  fierce  Barbarians  find 

How  guardian  prudence  guides  the  youthful  flame, 

And  how  grear  Caefar's  fond  paternal  mind, 

Each  gen'rous  Nero  forms  to  early  fame.  24. 

*  Firft  printed  in  Mr.  Weft's  translation  of  Pindar.  See  the  Preface  to 
that  gentleman's  poems. 

f  Tn  the  rape  of  Ganymede,  who  wasj  carried  up  to  Jupiter  by  an  eagle 
according  to  the  poetical  hifiory. 

G  z 
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VII. 

A  valiant  Ton  iprings  from  a  valiant  lire  j 

Their  race  by  rtiettle  iprightly  couriers  prove  j 

Nor  can  the  warlike  eagles  active  fire 

Degenerate  to  form  the  tim'rous  dove.  z8 

VIII. 

But  education  can  the  genius  raife, 
And  wile  inftru&ions  native  virtue  aid  ; 
Nobility  without  them  is  diigrace, 
And  honour  is  by  vice  to  ftume  betray'd.  vz 

IX. 

Let  red  Metaurus  ftain'd  with  punic  blood, 
Let  mighty  Ai'drubal  fubdu'd,  confefs 
How  much  of  empire  and  of  fame  is  ow'd 
By  thee,  O  Rome!  to  the  Neronian  race.  36 

X. 

Of  this  be  witnefs  that  aufpicious  day 
Which,  after  a  long,  black,  tempeituous  night, 
Firft  fmil'd  on  Latium  with  a  milder  ray, 
And  cheer'd  our  drooping  hearts  with  dawning  light.  ] 

.A.  JLi 

Since  the  dire  African,  with  wafteful  ire,  41 

Rode  o'er  the  ravag'd  towns  of  Italy, 

As  thro'  the  pine-trees  flies  the  raging  fire, 

Or  Eurus  o'er  the  vext  Sicilian  fea.  44 

XII. 

From  this  bright  era,  from  this  profp'rous  field, 
The  Roman  glory  dates  her  rifmg  pow'r  j 
From  hence  'twas  giv'n  her  conq'ring  fword  to  wield,  j 
Raife  her  fall'n  gods,  and  ruined  fhrines  reftore.         48 1 

XIII.  .    I 

Thus  Hannibal  at  length  defpairing  fpoke  : 
"  Like  (tags  to  rav'nous  wolves  an  eaiy  prey 
"  Our  feeble  arms  a  valiant  foe  provoke, 
"  Whom  to  elude  and  'fcape  were  victory :  52 

XIV. 

"  A  dauntlefs  nntion,  that  from  Trojan  fires 
"  Hollile  Aufonia,  to  thy  deftin'd  more 
"Her  gods,  her  infant  ions,  and  aged  fires, 
"  Thro'  angry  ieas  and  adverfe  tempetts  bore.  ••-> 
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XV. 

As  on  high  Algidus  the  fturdy  oak, 
"  Whofe  fpreading  boughs  the  axe's  fharpnefs  feel, 
"  Improves  by  lots,  and,  thriving  with  the  ftroke, 
«'  Draws  health  and  vigour  from  the  wounding  fteel. 

XVI. 

"  Not  Hydra  fprouting  from  her  mangled  head         61 
"  So  tir'd  the  baffled  force  of  Hercules, 
"  Nor  Thebes  nor  Colchis  iuch  a  monfter  bred, 
"  Pregnant  of  ills,  and  fam'd  for  prodigies.  64. 

XVII. 

11  Plunge  her  in  ocean,  like  the  morning  fun, 
"  Brighter  me  rifes  from  the  depths  below  j 
"  To  earth  with  unavailing  ruin  thrown, 
"  Recruits  herftrength,  and  foils  the  wond'ring  foe.  68 

XVIII. 

"  No  more  of  victory  the  joyful  fame 
"  Shall  from  my  camp  to  haughty  Carthage  fly  j 
"  Loft,  loft,  are  all  the  glories  of  her  name! 
"  With  Aldrubal  her  hopes  and  fortune  die!  72, 

XIX. 

"  What  mail  the  Claudian  valour  not  perform 
"  Which  pow'r  divine  guards  with  propitious  care, 
"  Which  wifdom  fteers  thro1  all  the  dang'rous  ftonn, 
"  Thro'  all  the  rocks  and  fhoals  of  doubtful  war!     76 

PARTS  OF  AN  ELEGY  OF  TIBULLUS. 

TRANSLATED  MDCCXXIX — XXX. 
Divitias  alms  fuiiio Jibi  congerat  attro. 

LET* others  heap  of  wealth  a  mining  ftore, 
And,  much  poffefling,  labour  ftill  for  more, 
Let  them,  difquieted  with  dire  alarms, 
*  Afpire  to  win  a  dang'rous  fame  in  arms  j 
Me  tranquil  poverty  fhall  lull  to  reft,  5 

Humbly  fecure  and  indolently  bleft } 
Warm'd  by  the  blaze  of  my  own  cheerful  hearth, 
I'll  wafte  the  wintry  hours  in  ibcial  mirth  j 
In  fummer  pleas'd  attend  to  harveft  toils, 
In  autumn  preis  the  vineyard's  purple  fpoils,  10 

03 
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And  oft  to  Delia  in  my  boibm  bear 
Some  kid  or  lamb  that  wants  its  mother's  care  : 
With  her  Til  celebrate  each  gladfome  day, 
When  fwains  their  i'portive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay  ; 
With  her  new  milk  on  Pales'  altar  pour,  1 5 

And  deck  with  ripen 'd  fruits  Pomona's  bow'r. 
At  night  how  Toothing  would  it  be  to  hear, 
Safe  in  her  arms,  the  temped  howling  near, 
Or  while  the  wintry  clouds  their  deluge  pour, 
Slumber  afiitled  by  the  beating  fhow'r !  20 

Ah  !  how  much  happier  than  the  fool  who  braves, 
In  learch  of  wealth,  the  black  tempeftuous  waves  ! 
While  I,  contented  with  my  little  ftore, 
In  tedious  voyage  feek  no  diftant  fhore, 
But  idly  lolling  on  ibme  fhady  feat,  25 

Near  cooling  fountain's  fliun  the  dog-ftar's  heat : 
For  what  reward  forich  could  fortune  give, 
That  I  by  abfence  mould  my  Delia  grieve  ? 
Let  great.  Meflalla  mine  in  martial  toils, 
And  grace  his  palace  with  triumphal  fpoils  j  30 

Me  beauty  holds  in  ftrong  tho'  gentle  chains, 
Far  from  tumultuous  war  and  dufty  plains. 
With  thee,  my  love,  to  pafs  my  tranquil  days,  • 
How  would  I  flight  ambition's  painful  praife ! 
How  would  I  joy  with  thee,  my  love,  to  yoke  3  5 

The  ox,  and  feed  my  folitary  flock ! 
On  thy  foft  breaft  might  I  but  lean  my  head, 
How  downy  mould  I  think  the  woodland  bed  ! 

The  wretch  who  fleeps  not  by  his  fair  one's  fide, 
Detelts  the  gilded  couch's  ufelefs  pride,  40 

Nor  knows  his  weary  weeping  eyes  to  clofe, 
Tho'  murm'ring  rills  invite  him  to  repofe. 
Hard  were  his  heart  who  thee,  my  fair,  could  leave 
For  all  the  honours  profp'rous  war  can  give, 
Tho'  thro'  the  vanquim'd  eaft  he  fpread  his  fame,     4  5 
And  Parthian  tyrants  trembled  as  his  name, 
Tho'  bright  in  arms  while  hofts  around  him  bleed, 
With  martial  pride  he  preft  his  foaming  fteed. 
No  pomps  like  thefe  my  humble  vows  require, 
With  thee  I'll  live  and  in  thy  arms  expire,  50 
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Thee  may  my  clofmg  eyes  in  death  behold ! 
Thee  may  my  fault'ring  hand  yet  itrive  to  hold  ! 
Then  Delia!'  then  thy  heart  will  melt  in  woe, 
Then  o'er  my  breathlefs  clay  thy  tears  will  flow, 
Thy  tears  will  flow,  for  gentle  is  thy  mind,  55 

Nor  dolt  thou  think  it  weaknefs  to  be  kind  : 
But  ah!   fair  mourner!   I  conjure  thee,  fpare 
Thy  heaving  breafts  and  lode  difhevelPd  hair  ; 
Wound  not  thy  form,  leaft  on  th'  Elyfian  coaft 
Thy  anguifh  fliould  difturb  my  peaceful  ghoft.         60 

»But  now  nor  death  nor  parting  fliould  employ 
Our  fprightly  thoughts  or  damp  our  bridal  joy : 
We'll  live,  my  Delia !  and  from  life  remove 
All  care,  all  bus'nefs  but  delightful  love. 
Old  age  in  vain  thofe  pleafures  would  retrieve  65 

Which  youth  alone  can  tafte,  alone  can  give  : 
Then  let  us  match  the  moment  to  be  bleft  ; 
This  hour  is  love's — be  fortune's  all  the  reft.  68 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS, 

IN  HER  SICKNESS. 
FROM  TIBULLUS. 

Sent  to  a  Friend  in  a  Lady's  Name. 

SAY,  my  Cerinthus  !  does  thy  tender  bread 
Feel  the  fame  fev'rifh  heats  that  mine  moieft  : 
Alas !   1  only  wifh  for  health  again, 
Becaufe  I  think  my  lover  (hare's  my  pain; 
For  what  would  health  avail  to  wretched  me, 
If  you  could  unconcern'd  my  illnefs  fee  ?  6 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS. 

I'M  weary  of  this  tedious  dull  deceit; 
Myfelf  I  torture  while  the  world  I  cheat : 
Tho'  prudence  bids  me  ftrive  to  guard!  my  tame, 
Love  iees  the  low  hypocrify  with  fliame;  4 

Love  bids  me  all  confefsy  and  call  thee  mine, 
Worthy  my  heart  as  I  am  worthy  thine  : 
Waknefs  for  thee  I  will  no  longer  hide  j 
Waknei*  for  thee  is  woman's  nobldl  pride.  8 
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CATO'S  SPEECH  TO  LABIENUS. 

IN  THE  NINTH  BOOK  OF  LUCAN. 

S^tad  quceri,  Labi:ne,  jubes,  &c. 

WHAT,  Labienus  !  would  thy  fond  defire 
Of  horned  Jove's  prophetic  fhrine  inquire 
Whether  to  feek  in  arms  a  glorious  doom, 
Or  bafely  live  and  be  a  king  in  Rome? 
If  life  be  nothing  more  than  death's  delay, 
If  impious  force  can  honeft  minds  difmay, 
Or  probity  may  fortune's  frown  difdain, 
Ifwell  to  mean  is  all  that  virtue  can, 
And  right,  dependant  on  itfelf  alone 
Gains  no  addition  from  fuccefs — 'Tis  known  10 

Fix'd  in  my  heart  theie  conftant  truths  I  bear, 
And  Ammon  cannot  write  them  deeper  there. 

Our  fouls,  ally'd  to  God,  within  them  feel 
The  fecret  dictates  of  th'  Almighty  will : 
This  is  his  voice,  be  this  our  oracle.  15 

When  firft  his  breath  the  feeds  of  life  inftill'd, 
All  that  we  ought  to  know  was  then  reveal'd. 
Nor  can  we  think  the  Omniprefent  mind 
His  truth  to  Lybia's  defert  lands  confm'd, 
There  known  to  few  obicur'd  and  loll  to  lie —  o 

Is  there  a  temple  of  the  deity 
Except  earth,  lea,  and  air,  you  azure  pole, 
And  chief  his  hplteft  (hrine  the  virtuous  ibul  ? 
Where'er  the  eye  can  pierce  the  feet  can  move, 
This  wide,  this  boundiefs  univerie,  is  Jove,  25 

Let  abje<5l  minds  that  doubt  becauie  they  fear 
With  pious  awe  to  juggling  priefts  repair ; 
I  credit  not  what  lying  prophets  tell — 
Death  is  the  only  certain  oracle. 
Cowards  and  brcvve  muft  die  one  deftin'd  hour— 
This  Jove  has  told,  he  needs  not  tell  us  more.  }  i 
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DDE,  IN  IMITATION  OF  PASTOR  FIDO. 

0  primavera  guventu  del  anno. 
WRITTEN  ABROAD  IN  MDCCXXIX. 

•  T)ARENT  of  blooming  flow'rs  and  gay  defires, 
JL     Youth  of  the  tender  year,  delightful  Spring  ! 
At  whole  approach  infpir'd  with  equal  fires 
The  am'rous  nightingale  and  poet  fing  5  4. 

Again  doft  thou  return,-  but  not  with  thee 

Return  the  fmiling  hours  I  once  pofTeftj 

Bleffings  thou  bring'ft  to  others,  but  to  me 

The  lad  remembrance  that  I  once  was  bleit.  S 

III. 

Thy  faded  charms  which  Winter  fnatch'd  away, 
Renew'd  in  all  their  former  iuftre  fhine, 
But  ah  !  no  more  mail  haplefs  I  be  gay, 
Or  know  the  vernal  joys  that  have  been  mine.  la 

IV. 

Though  linnets  fing,  though  flow'rs  adorn  the  green, 
Though  on  their  wings  foft  Zephyrs  fragrance  bear, 
Harm  is  the  mufic,  joylels  is  the  Icene, 
The  odour  faint,  for  Delia  is  not  there.  16 

V. 

Cheer lefs  and  cold  I  feel  the  geneal  fun, 
From  thee  while  abfent  I  in  exile  rove  j 
Thy  lovely  preience,  faireft  light !  alone 
Can  warm  my  heart  to  gladnefs  and  to  love.  20 
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